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JOAN, THE CURATE 

CHAPTER I. 

THE NEW BROOM, 

It was soon after the peace of Aix-la-Chapelle, 
in 1748, had put an inglorious end to 
glorious war, that the Government of the 
began to give serious attention to an evil 
which had been suffered to grow while public 
attention] was absorbed by battles abroad and 
the doing'^s of the press-gang at home 

This W as the practice of plundering wracked 
vessels, which had been carried on in combina- 
;tioi^ with the smuggler’s daring and dangerous 
trade, piirticularly on the wild® marsh coast 
^outh of Kent, find the equally lonely Sussex 
cliffs beyond. 

So au(|lacious had the doings of these “ free- 

B 
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traders ’’ become, that a brigade of ckvjalry was 
sent down into the old town of for the' 
purpose of overawing them, while, \ at the 
same time, a smart revenue cutter^ under 
the command of a young lieutenant af noted' 
courage and efficiency, was despatched to 
cruise about the coast, to act in contort with 
the soldiers. 

It was on a windy night in early lautumn, 
when the sea was roaring sullenly as it dashedi 
against the sandstone cliffs, and ec' loed in 
the caves and hollows worn by the waves, 
that a sharp knocking at the door oT Hurst 
Parsonage, a mile or two from the s,ea-coast, 
made Parson Langney look up from th^ writing 
of his Sunday sermon, and glance incnuiringlv 
at his daughter. , 

“Now,\who will that be, Joan?”lsaid he, 
as he.<i1ted his wig on to one sidtSwf Ais h^^, 
and pursed up his jolly, round, rechfjice with 
an air of some anxiety. 

“Nay, father, you have as many! visitors 
that come for the ills of the body as for the 
health of the soul ! ” cried Joan. “ I can br*" 
hope you han’t another long trudge across tl: 
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marsh betore you, like your journey of a week 
back.” 

At that moment there came another thunder- 
ing knock at the little front door, and a handful 
of stones and earth was flung against the 
window, followed the next moment by a rattling 
of the panes. 

Father and daughter, genial, portly parson, 
and creamy-skinned, black-eyed maiden, sprang 
to their feet, and looked once at each other. 

There were wild folk in these parts, and 
lonesome errands to be run sometimes by 
Parson Langney, who had begun life as a 
surgeon, and who had been lucky enough to 
b'e pitchforked into a living which exactly 
suited his adventurous habits, his love of fox- 
hunting, and his liking for good wine and well- 
hung game. 

Before the importunate summons could be 
repeated. Parson Langney had come out of 
the little din.ing-parlour, and drawn the bolt of 
the front door.. 

For Nance, the solitary housemaid of the 
modest establishment, was getting into years, 
5and inclined to regard a late visitor as a person 
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to be thwarted by being kept as long as possible 
w^ting at the door. 

“ Hast no better manners than to do thy best 
to drive the glass from out the panes ? ” asked 
he, as soon as he found himself face to face 
with the intruder, who proved to be a sailor, 
in open jacket, loose shirt and slops, and flat, 
three-cornered hat. 

“Oons, sir, ’tis a matter of life and death!'’ 
said the man, as he saluted the parson w 
becoming respect, and then pointed quid 
back in the direction of the sea, which coi 
be seen faintly glistening in the murky lij, 
of a clouded moon. “I’m from the rever 
cutter in the offing yonder, where one of *. , 
mates lies with a bullet in’s back, sent therr 
by one of those rascally smugglers in a frax 
we’ve had with them but now. I’ve been ii, 
the village for help, but they say there’s * 
doctor here but yourself. So I beg yc 
honour’ll come with me, and do what y 
can for him. And *'t^iCild you tell me of a • 
woman that would watch by him ? For we’ve 
all got our hands full, and he’ll be wandering 
from his wits ere morning.” 
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The i)^son, without a moment’s delay, had 
begun, by the help of his daughter, to get into 
A rough brown riding-coat that hung from a 
inail on the whitewashed wall. 

“Why, there you have me out,” said he, as 
^he buttoned himself up to the chin, and put a 
Vound, broad-brimmed black hat, with a bow 
,and a twisted band of black cloth, tightly on to 
his somewhat rusty, grizzled bob-wig. “ For 
there’s none in these parts to nurse the sick as 
well as my daughter Joan.” 

“ And sure I’m ready to go, father!” cried the 
girl, who, with the nimbleness of a fawn, had 
darted back into the parlour and brought out 
her father’s case of surgical instruments, as well 
gj,s a diminutive portable chest, containing such 
.drugs and medicines as were in use at the time. 
t“ I’ll have on my hood in a tick of tlfe clock.” 
j “And by the time these words were uttered, 
|she had flown up the steep, narrow staircase 
ijand disappeared round the bend at the top. 
jThe sailor, who had stepped inside the porch, 
^ut of the wind and a drizzling rain which 
^ad now begun to fall, was full of admiration 
land astonishment. 
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“ Oons, sir, but ’twill be rough wof!', for the 
young mistress ! ” said he. “ The water’s wash- 
ing over the boat yonder, and we shan’t be 
able to push off without getting wet up the 
waist.” 

“ The lass is used to rough weather,” said 
Parson Langney, proudly. “ She’ll tell you 
herself that where her father can go she 
goes.” 

The words were scarcely out of his mouth 
when Joan, wrapped in a rough peasant’s cloak, 
and wearing a loose hood, came tripping down 
the stairs. 

Not a moment was lost. With a word to 
Nance, who had put in a tardy appearance, the 
parson, with his daughter on one side and the 
sailor on the other, started for the shore. 

The wind was at its worst on the top of 
the hill where the Parsonage stood. A very 
few minutes’ sharp walking brought them all 
to a lower level, and within the shelter of a 
wild straggling growth of bushes and small 
trees, which extended in patches from the 
village almost to the edge of the crumbling 
cliffs. 
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Here jhey struck into a rough track made 
by the feet of the fishermen and less inoffensive 
characters, and before they had gone far they 
saw the hulk of tbe cutter, tossing like a little 
drifting spar amid tile' foam of the waves, and 
showing dark against \the leaden, faint moon- 
light on the sea beyon|l- The parson asked a 
few questions, and efiicited the usual story — 
a contraband cargo w*as being run in a little 
creek just where the cliffs broke off and the 
marsh began, when tlA® look-out man on the 
cutter spied the smujgglors, and a boat was 
sent out to give cha^^e. There had been a 
srnart brush, almost hajlf in and half out of the 
water, between the smvJgglers on the one side 
and the cutter’s men /on the other. But, on 


the whole, as the nar\''ator was forced ruefully 
to admit, the smuggler s had got the best of it, 
jfe they all got away, h eaving not so much as a 


keg behind them, whiltyi one of the cutter’s men 
;)Jhad had to be carried tpff seriously wounded. 

“ Zoons, and it wasj main odd they did get 
off so well ! ” went oni the sailor, as if in some 
perplexity ; “ for the Uieutenant himself landed 
a bullet in the leg of^j one of the rascals, that 
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should have brought him down, if he hadn’'t 
had the devil himself — saving your . presence, 
mistress — to help him.’’ 

In the momentary pause which followed the 
man’s words, a sound s;jddenly came to the 
ears of them all, above the whining of the wind 
in the trees and bushed. It made Joan stop 
short for the space of a^ second, and turn her 
eyes hastily and furtively in the direction of a 
little dell on their left, where the bracken grew 
high about the trunks of a knot of beeches. 

“ Eh ! ” cried the sailcjr, stopping short also 
to listen. “What was that? ’Twas like the 
groan of a man.” 

As he turned his hea'd to listen, the parson 
and his daughter quickly exchanged a glance 
expressive both of alqrm and of warning. 
1 hen the former seized ,'the sailor by the arm, 
pushing onward towardst the shore at a better 
pace than ever. 

“ Sure,” said he, in a /deep, strong, resonant 
voice that would have drowned any fainter 
sound in the ears of his (listener ; “ ’tis but the 
screech of a hawk. Thii; woody ground’s alive 
^ith the creatures.” ) 
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The iptin cast at him a rather suspicious 
look, but said nothing, and allowed himself to 
be led forward. So they hurried on, increasing 
their pace when the ground began to dip again, 
until they followed the course of a narrow and 
dark ravine, which cut its way through the 
cliffs to the seashore. Here they had to pick 
their way over the stones and bits of broken 
cliff, through which a brook, swollen by recent 
rains, gurgled noisily on its way to the sea. 
The tide was going down, and the thunder of 
the waves, as they beat upon the cliffs base 
and echoed in its hollows, grew fainter as they 
went. It was an easier matter than they had 
expected to get into the boat which was waiting 
■ to take them to the cutter ; and though the 
tiny craft rose like a nutshell on the crest of 
] the waves, and sank into deep dells of dark 
I vtcitcr, they reached the cutter safety, and 
, scrambled, not without difficulty, up the si<Je 
'^f the little vessel, which was anchored not far 
h.from the land. 

‘ A man’s voice, full, clear, musical, a voice 
used to command, hailed them from the deck — 

i> 

“ Ho, there ! Hast brought a doctor!,^’ 
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“ Ay, capt’n, and a parson to boot ! ”»:inswered 
the sailor who had been despatched on this 
errand. “ And a nurse that it would cure a 
sick man but to look at.” 

It was at that moment that Joan, who was 
as agile as a kitten, stepped on deck, and into 
the light of the lantern which the lieutenant 
himself was holding. The young man saluted 
her, with surprise in his eyes, and a thrill of 
some warmer feeling in his gallant heart. 
Joan curtsied, holding on to the nearest rope 
the while. 

“You are welcome on board, madam.” 

“ I thank you, sir." 

And the young people exchanged looks. 

What he saw was a most fair maiden, tall 
and straight, graceful with the ease and free- 
dom of nature and good breeding, with spark- 
ling brown eyes, even white teeth, and a merry 
gleam belying the demureness of her formal 
words. 

What she saw was a young man only a little 
above the middle height, stalwart and hand- 
some, with quick eyes grey as the winter sea, 
and a straight, clean-cut mouth, that closed 
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with a \<y^ of indomitable courage and deter- 
mination. 

“And yet, madam,” the lieutenant went 
on, Icc^ving his subordinates to help Parson 
Langney, who was portly, and less agile than 
his daughter, up on to the deck, “ they should 
not have brought you. For, in truth, we are 
in no state to receive a lady on board. There 
has been ugly work to do with those rascally 
smugglers.” 

“ I come not as a fine lady, sir,” retorted 
Joan, promptly; “but as a nurse for a sick 
man. There is no state needed by a woman 
when she comes but to do her duty.” 

“ Well said, madam ; but I thank God your 
care will not be needed. The poor fell(.>w who 
was shot by those ruffians has taken a turn for 
the better, and if the gentleman, whom I take 
to be your father, can but perform a simple 
'i operation for him ” 

' " “ My father, sir, is a most skilled surgeon, 

' and can perform any operation,” answered Joan, 
interrupting him proudly. 

Her look was so full of fire, the carriage of 
her head, in its graceful hood, so superb, as she 
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uttered the ingenuous words, that lijeutenant 
Tregenna smiled a little as he saluted her and 
turned to the parson, who, panting and in 
some disorder, had at length reached the deck. 

The young man introduced himself, and they 
saluted each other, the parson with some 
difficulty, since the continual motion of the 
vessel was somewhat trying to his landsman’s 
legs. Then they went below, and in a few 
minutes the young man returned alone. 

Joan -liad been accommodated with a seat 
by the tiller, and protected from wind and 
water by a tarpaulin, out of which her bonny 
face peeped white in the moonlight. 

“You have no work for me, sir ? ” she asked, 
as the lieutenant came up. 

“ None, madam ; and even less for your good 
father than* we feared might be the case. He 
has foimd the bullet, and 'twill be an easy 
matter to extract it, so he says ; and after that, 
'tis a mere matter of a few days’ quiet to set 
the poor fellow on his legs again. So the 
rascals escaped murder this time ; not that one 
crime more or less would sit hard on the con- 
science of such villains ! ” 
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For a foment Joan said nothing. Then 
she hazarded, in a very dry, demure voice — . 

“ But, sir, by what I heard, your side went 
as near committing murder as the other. The 
man who brought us hither spoke of a bullet 
in the leg of one of the fishermen.” 

“ Fishermen ! Odds my life, madam, but 
that’s a very pretty way of putting it ! I hope 
you han’t the same kindness for the rascals 
that seems to be strong among the country-folk 
here! Nay, I won’t do you the injustice to 
suppose you could hold their villainies in aught 
but abhorrence,” 

“ Whatever is villainous I hope I abhor very 
properly,” answered Joan with spirit. “And 
the shooting down of one’s fellow-men I do 
^ hold one of the greatest villainies of all.” 

“ W’hen ’tis done by smugglers and plunderers 
ilofa wrecks, no doubt you mean,” retorted the 
iJieutenant tartly. 

i “ Plunderers of wrecks we have none in these 
parts, or at least none that do the vile things 
Ihat were done in times past,” said she quickly. 

And if you and the soldiers that are come to 
|iRye had had but the punishment of murderers 
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and wreckers in your eye, you would have met 
with more sympathy than is like to be the case 
if you mean to repress what they call in these 
parts free-trade.” 

"Well, madam, ’tis in truth the repression 
of ‘ free-trade ’ that we have in our minds, and 
that we intend to carry out by the strength of 
our arms. And I own I'm amazed to hear a 
gentlewoman of your sense and spirit speak so 
leniently of a pack of thievish persons that 
live by robbing his Majesty, and, indeed, the 
whole nation to which they belong. I can but 
trust you speak in more ignorance than you 
imagine, and that the doings of such ruffians 
as one Jem Bax, and another wretch called 
Gardener Tom, of Long Jack and Bill Plunder, 
Robin Cursemother and Ben the Blast have 
never com 2 to your ears.” 

Lieutenant Tregenna uttered each of these 
names very clearly, and with solemn emphasis, 
standing so that he could see the expression 
of the girl’s face as he mentioned them. Tr 
his great disgust, he perceived that, though shi 
kept her eyes down as if to conceal her feelings, 
she was well acquainted with all these men, 
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and appeei|*ed somewhat startled to learn that 
he knew them so well. 

“You have heard of these men ? " he asked 
sharply. 

“Yes, I’ve — I’ve heard of them.” 

^ “ You know them, perhaps ? ” 

I A moment’s pause. 

“ Ye — es, I know them.” 

“ I won’t affront you by asking whether you 
have any sympathy with them and their 
methods. With men that live by defrauding 
the revenue, and that scruple not to commit 
the most violent deeds in the exercise of their 
unlawful calling ? ” 

The lieutenant’s tone was harsh and arrogant 
as he asked these questions. Miss Joan still 
Isat with her eyelids down, giving him a new 
\view of her beauty, unconsciously proving to 
/him that her face was as handsome in repose, 
jvith the black eyelashes sweeping her rounded 
bheeks, as it was when her features werii 
-limated with the excitement of conversation. 
|he was silent at first, and the lieutenant re- 
ieated his last question somewhat impatiently. 
iThere was another slight pause, however, and 

i 
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then a ponderous footstep was hear^ creeping 
up the companion-ladder. 

“There’s my father!” cried Joan, as she 
started up, in evident relief at the opportune 
interruption. 

Parson Langney, holding on valiantly to such 
support as came in his way, staggered towards 
them, and ended by hurling himself against 
the lieutenant with so much force that it was 
only by a most dexterous movement that the 
younger and slimmer man escaped being flung 
into the sea. 

“ I ask your pardon, captain,” cried the jolly 
parson, in good-humoured apology, as, with 
the assistance of the young folk, he reached 
a place of safety, “ Remember, you’re on your 
element, but I’m not on mine! Come and 
dine with my daughter and me to-morrow, 
and you shall see that my feet carry me well 
enough on the dry land.” 

“I thank you, sir, and I would most willingl) 
have accepted your kind offer, but I’m engage 
to dine with one who is, I believe, a neighbou 
of yours — Squire Waldron, of Hurst Court.” 

“ Why, God bless my soul, so am I ! ” criec 



THE NEW BROOM. 


17 

the parson, in amazement at his own momentary 
lapse of memory. “ Then, sir, I shall be happy 
to meet you there ; and I warrant you’ll be 
happy too, for the squire’s port wine, let me 
tell you, is a tipple not to be despised by his 
Majesty himself.” 

“Ay, sir, and there at any rate I shall feel 
comfortable in the thought that the wine has 
paid duty, which, I give you my word, is what 
I have not felt in any other house in the neigh- 
bourhood, public or private, since I arrived here.” 

But at these words a sudden and singular 
alteration had occurred in the parson’s features. 
He seemed to remember the office of the person 
to whom he was speaking, and to become more 
reserved. 

“ Ay, sir, certainly,” was all he said. 

The lieutenant went on, with a return to the 
bitterness he had shown while discussmg the 
subject of smugglers with Miss Joan. % 

" And as the squire is a justice of the peace, 
jwhose duty it is to punish evil-doers, I may at 
last hope, under his roof, to meet with some 
sympathy with the objects of justice, such as 
one expects from all right-thinking people.” 

c 



i8 JOAN, THE CURATE. 

“Why, sir, certainly,” said Parsot> Langney 
again, somewhat more dryly than before. And 
then, turning to his daughter, he added briskly, 
“Come, Joan, we must be returning. The 
lad below will do very well now, sir, with 
quiet, and the physic I have left for him. 
And I'll pay him another visit in a day or 
two.” 

As he addressed these last words to the 
lieutenant, the parson was already preparing to 
lower himself into the boat which had brought 
him. He seemed in haste to be gone. 

Lieutenant Tregenna then helped the young 
lady down into the boat, giving her as he did 
so a somewhat piqued and resentful glance, 
which, however, she demurely refused to meet 
with a return look from her own black eyes 
until she was safely in the little boat beside 
her father. 

Then, as the small craft was tossing amidst 
the spray from the larger one, slie did look up, 
with the struggling moonlight full upon her 
face, at the handsome young commander, on 
whom a touch of youthful arrogance sat not 
unbecomingly. 
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And Lieutenant Tregenna, as he saluted and 
watched the little boat, and in particular its fair 
occupant, was irritated and incensed beyond 
measure by what he took for an expression 
of merry defiance in her bright eyes. 
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CHAPTER H. 

A STARTLING INCIDENT. 

Hurst Court, where Lieutenant Tregenna 
presented himself next day, by Squire Waldron’s 
most obliging and pressing invitation, was an 
ugly Georgian house just outside the village 
of Hurst, standing in an extensive but little- 
cultivated park, much of which was in a primi- 
tive condition of gorse and tangle and undipped, 
undersized trees. 

The mansion itself was not in the heart of 
the park, but was built near the road, with 
nothing but a little stretch of grass and a 
w.ooden fence between. 

A great baying of hounds and noise of dis- 
puting men-servants were the sounds which 
greeted the lieutenant when he arrived at the 
house. Even before entering, he had formed, 
both from this circumstance and from the extent 
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3f the stables, some idea of the sort of rollick- 
ing, happy-go-lucky, rough country household 
be was to expect ; and he had scarcely set foot 
inside the wide and lofty hall when the onrush 
Df half a dozen barking dogs, the crowding into 
the hall of three or four gawky men-servants, 
and the entrance of the squire himself, in a 
scarlet coat, with a loud and hearty greeting 
on his lips, fully confirmed this impression. 

“ Welcome, welcome to Hurst Court, lieu- 
tenant ! ’’ cried his host, seizing him by the hand 
with a grip like a blacksmith’s, and promptly 
leading him in the direction of the music-room, 
across a floor where a couple of stag-hounds 
were lying lazily stretched out, and between 
walls laden with antlers and the grinning pales 
of three or four score fo.xes. “You should 
have come a couple of hours sooner ; for the 
ladies have a mind to show you theif Dutch 
garden, and to regale you with some mi^ic 
before we dine. I know not, sir, whether such 
diversions are to your taste, or whether your 
liking runs more in the direction of fox-hunting 
and the shooting of game, as mine does? I 
have no taste, myself, for your finicking London 
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modes ; but I’m told that the young bucks 
nowadays pride themselves more on cutting 
a fine figure in the ladies’ drawing-rooms than 
in sitting a horse well and riding straight to 
hounds.” 

“Nay, squire, it will give me vast pleasure 
to hear the ladies’ music,” said Lieutenant 
Tregenna, when his host’s volubility allowed 
him the chance of answering. “ ’Tis a diver- 
sion one can enjoy but seldom so far from 
town.” 

“Nay, we have better diversions here than 
those,” said the squire disparagingly. “ But 
my wife and daughters will be prodigious 
pleased that you are not of my way of think- 
ing. For a stranger in these parts is a mighty 
welcome arrival, I assure you, and like to be 
made much of.” 

Indeid, it was quite perceptible to the lieu- 
tej^nt that there was a flutter .of excitement 
going on in the music-room up to the very 
moment of his entrance ; and the welcome he 
got from the squire’s wife and two daughters 
was quite as sincere, though not so tempestuous, 
as that of the host himself. 
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For Mrs. Waldron and the two young misses, 
her daughters, were quite as much in love with 
the pleasures of the town as the husband and 
father was with those of the country. And in 
dress, manner, conversation, and tone they 
marked the difference between themselves and 
him as ostentatiously ^ possible. 

Thus, while the squire wore the old-fashioned 
Ramillies wig, with its bush of powdered hair at 
the sides, and long pigtail tied at the top and 
bottom with black ribbon, and the loosely- 
fitting scarlet coat which he had worn for any 
number of years, his good wife and two round- 
faced, simpering daughters were all attired in 
the latest modes of the town. 

They all three wore the loose sacque or 
n4glig4e, which was then the height of fashion ; 
they tottered about in slim-heeled shoes, under 
huge hoops which swayed as they Hvalked ; 
while their hair was all dressed in the s«/ne 
way — knotted up tightly under the smallest 
and closest of caps, making their heads look 
singularly small and mean, when compared with 
the enormous width of their distended skirts. 

They all seemed the most amiable of living 
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creatures ; and Lieutenant Tregenna' found at 
last the sympathy he wanted, when he expressed 
that horror and hatred of smugglers which was 
at present the ruling passion of his mind. The 
squire had left him with the ladies, and he had 
been entertaining them with an account of the 
adventure of the preceding night. 

“And I can assure you, madam," he said to 
his hostess, when they had hung attentively on 
his words, and cried, “ Wretch ! ’’ “ Villains ! " 

“ How monstrous shocking 1 ” at appropriate 
intervals, “that so deep-rooted has this evil 
become, that even the parson and his young 
daughter appeared to grieve more for the 
smuggler whom I wounded than they did for 
the poor fellow whom the ruffians shot ! " 

“ His daughter! Oh, do you mean Mistress 
Joan said Mrs. Waldron, pursing her mouth 
a little.^ “Sure, sir, what would you expect 
frqm a country-bred Ifc^ench like that, who 
tramps the villages and moors with her father 
like a man, and is almost as much among these 
fearsome wretches, the smugglers, as if she 
were their own kin ? ” 

“ Oh, la, sir ; you must know they call her 
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‘the curate,’” cried one of the young ladies, 
tittering, and looking languishingly at the visitor, 
out of her little pink-rimmed eyes with the 
whitish eyelashes ; “ for she’s quite as useful 
in his parish as he is.” 

“And I’m sure ’tis a very rational diversion 
for a girl of her tastes,” said her sister. “You 
must know, sir, that she has never seen a play, 
nor any of the diversions of the town, and that 
she fills up her time twittering on a dulcimer 
to her father, and has barely so much as heard 
of the harpsichord.” 

“ I don’t wonder you was affronted by her 
Gothic behaviour,” went on Mrs. Waldron ; 
“ but sure ’tis very excusable in a girl who has 
no polish, no refinement, and who takes no 
more care of her complexion than if she was 
a dairymaid.” . 

Tregenna felt considerable surprises at the 
storm of reprobation which he had brousrht 
down on the head of poor Joan. For he 
could not know that the young men of the 
neighbourhood, and even Bertram, the squire’s 
son, all showed a most boorish preference for 
handsome, straight-limbed Joan, with her free 
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bearing and her ready tongue, over the fine 
ladies of Hurst Court ; and that, at the Hastings 
assemblies, and at such routs as were given in 
the neighbourhood, Joan had more partners 
than any one else, though her gown was seldom 
of the latest mode, and her only fan was one 
which had belonged to her grandmother. 

“ Nay : I honour and admire her for helping 
her father,” said the lieutenant, hastily. “ I 
did but grieve that a young lady of so much 
spirit should take so wrong-headed a view of 
the matter." 

“ Your consideration is wasted upon her, sir, 
indeed,” said Mrs. Waldron. “ But hush ! here 
comes her father with the squire.” 

There was no possibility of mistaking the 
loud, deep, cheery voice of Parson Langney, 
which could be heard even above the barking 
of the^ hounds, which was the first greeting 
given to every visitor. , The next moment the 
door opened, and Parson Langney, the squire, 
and his son Bertram, entered, to be joined a 
few minutes later by a couple of country gentle- 
men more clownish than their host. 

Bertram Waldron was an unhappy cross 
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between the country breeding of his father and 
the town airs and graces of the ladies. For 
while he affected the modish cut of the town 
in his clothes, swore the latest oaths, and 
swaggered about with a great assumption of 
the manners of the beau, his rusticity peeped 
. out every moment in his gait, and in his strong 
provincial accent. 

When they all trooped into the dining-parlour, 
where a huge sirloin was placed smoking on 
the table, it was not long before the stranger 
perceived that the sympathy he had met with 
from the ladies was not shared by the gentle- 
men. 

Not only did they express but faint interest 
in his collision with the smugglers, and profess 
the greatest incredulity as to the alleged 
magnitude of their operations, but by the time 
the ladies had retired, it began to be hhited to 
him pretty freely, as the decanters passgd 
round, thiit the less zeal he showed in the 
prosecution of his raids against the “free- 
traders," the more his discretion would be 
respected. 

“ Gad, sir ; I don’t say theirs is an honest 
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trade,” said the squire, whose face assumed 
a purplish and apoplectic tint as the meal wore 
on ; “ but I say that ’tis best to let sleeping 
dogs lie ; and that your soldiers will do a 
monstrous sight more harm than good by 
driving the trade into wilder parts, where the 
fellows can be more daring and more dangerous. 
And what I say to you, who are but a young 
man, and hot with zeal, is this : that the easier 
you take things, the easier things will take you, 
And if you won’t trust the advice of a man of 
my experience — why, ask the parson there, and 
take his.” 

“ Gad’s my life, sir ; but I can take no man’s 
advice who bids me do aught but what seems 
to me my duty ! ” cried the young lieutenant 
with fire. He was incensed at the laxity of 
morals, whwch he now perceived to have per- 
meated to every class of society in the neigh- 
b^jjrhood. “I’m here, under the orders of his 
Majesty — the stringent orders — to put down 
smuggling and the wrecking connected with 
it. And what I’m sent to do. I’ll do, please 
God, no matter what the difficulties in my way 
may be, nor what the dangers ! ” 
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His words were followed by a dead, an 
ominous silence. 

The day was dying now, and the red fire 
that glowed and flickered in the wide hearth 
showed strange lights and shadows on the 
painted ceiling, the painted and panelled walls, 
the long, spindle-legged sideboard, where more 
wine was waiting for the jovial band at the 
table. 

The country gentlemen, one and all, looked 
up at the ceiling during the pause. 

Before any one spoke, there came to the 
ears of all a sound which was easily distinguished 
as the gallop of horses, accompanied by the 
loud shouts of men, the cracking of whips, the 
creaking of heavy wheels. Lieutenant T regenna, 
who was near the window, jumped up, and 
looked out, as a waggon, piled high with kegs, 
and surrounded by a band of half a* dozen 
armed men on horseback, dashed past >he 
house and up the hill towards the village. 

“Smugglers, as I live!” cried Tregenna, 
much excited, and turning to attract the atten- 
tion of the rest. 

But not a man of them moved ; not one so 
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much as turned his head in the direction of the 
window. 

The blood flew to the young man’s brain. 
“ Gentlemen ! ” cried he, as hie dashed across 
the room to the door; “you will excuse me. 
You, squire, are a justice of the peace ; and I 
must do my best to bring some of these rascals 
before you, when, I doubt not, you will do your 
duty towards them — and towards the king ! ” 

With that he swung out of the heated room, 
seized his hat and his heavy riding-coat which 
lay in the hall, and dashed down the lawn, 
cutting across to the left, just as a party of 
soldiers came riding fast up the hill in full 
pursuit of the smugglers. 

“ A d d coxcombical puppy ! ” cried one 

of the husky squires, as he watched the stalwart 
figure of the young lieutenant making his way 
rapidly past the window. “What does he 
wjint setting up his joodgment against ours, 
and presuming for to think he’s a better subject 
of his Majesty than what we be ? ” 

“ Let ’un be ! Let 'un be ! " said the third 
squire, grimly. “There’s no need to worrit 
ourselves about him, If he doesn’t get a 
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bullet in his head before many days be over, 
why, you may eat me for a Frenchman, and 
bury my bones at the cross-roads.” 

And the rest of the company, with only one 
protesting voice, that of Parson Langney, who 
said the lad had no fault but youth, and he 
hoped he would come to no hurt, filled up 
their glasses and smacked their lips over the 
famous port, and never asked themselves 
whether it had paid duty ; for, indeed, there 
was no mystery about that. 
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CHAPTER III. 

AN ALLY AT LAST. 

The soldiers were rattling on in pursuit of the 
smugglers at such a good pace that Lieutenant 
Tregenna only reached the road in time to 
see them turn the next corner and disappear. 

He followed, however, at the best pace he 
could, hoping to be of use in finding out 
the direction the smugglers had taken. He 
had not yet had time to become acquainted 
with the inland part of the neighbourhood, 
or he^ would have known that, by dashing 
across the park in a northerly direction, he 
could have reached the village before the 
soldiers, who had to follow the windings of 
the road. 

As it was, when he reached the first of the 
straggling cottages of the picturesque Sussex 
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village, the horsemen were out of sight ; and 
the women and children of the neighbourhood 
seemed to be all at their doors and windows, 
evidently discussing the recent invasion with 
boisterous mirth. 

As Tregcnna was not in uniform, he flattered 
himself that he might go up the village un- 
recognized, and perhaps obtain some scraps 
of valuable information ; but whether they 
were better posted up than he supposed, or 
whether the mere sight of a stranger awoke 
suspicion in the shrewd women-folk, it was 
certain that as soon as they caught sight of 
him they checked their volubility, and stood, 
with their hands on their hips, staring at him 
with broad amusement still on their faces, or 
else dropped a curtsey with demure and sudden 
respectfulness, which was in itself somewhat 
suspicious. 

However, he thought he would make 
least an attempt to obtain some information. 
So he addressed himself to a coarse-featured 
woman who might have been any age between 
twenty-five and forty-five, who stood wiping 
her hands on her apron at the door of one of 

D 
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the cottages, and who, by the curtsey she 
dropped and the good-humoured expression 
of her face, seemed to promise that she would 
at least give a civil answer. 

“Was that a troop of soldiers I caught sight 
of coming into the village ? ’’ asked he, as 
indifferently as possible, when he had returned 
her salutation with deferential courtesy. 

“Maybe it were, sir,” replied the. woman 
promptly, with demure cheerfulness ; “ but I 
doan’t rightly know, I were out at back 
yonder when I heard the noise.” She glanced 
out of the corners of her eves at an older 
woman outside the door of the next cottage. 

“ Old Jenny yonder can tell ye more’n me, 
sir,” added she slyly ; “ she’s been there all the 
toime.” 

Tregenna, concealing the mortification he felt, 
turned to Jenny. 

But her stolid face offered little hope of 
success. 

“ Ay,” said she, in a voice like a man’s, “I’ve 
been sittin’ an’ standin’ about here, I ’ave, all 
mornin’ ; but I han’t seen naught,” 

“You haven’t seen a waggon full of 
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smugglers, maybe, coming through at full 
gallop?” cried Tregenna, losing all patience 
with the mendacious females. “Nor a troop 
of soldiers after them ? ” 

But the sarcasm was lost upon the good lady, 
\vho was chewing a quid of tobacco, which he 
well knew to be contraband. 

“ Noa, I han’t seen aught o’ that,” she 
replied imperturbably, looking him steadily in 
the eyes the while. “Maybe I were in a 
dose, sir, or had the sun in my eyes as they 
passed.” 

He did not trust himself to speak to her 
again, but went on up the village, between the 
groups of straggling red cottages with their 
thatched roofs overgrown with moss or lichen, 
noting everywhere the sidelong looks cast at 
him by such of the women as did not shut 
themselves in their cottages at his approach. 

The very urchins, chubby boys of eight a'hd 
nine, grinned at him maliciously, and helped to 
give him confirmation of the fact that he was in 
an enemy’s country. 

When the ground began to rise again, at 
the end of the village, he came to a point 
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where three roads met, and where the high 
hedges and another patch of wooded ground 
made it impossible to see far in any direction. 
As all three roads were in a most villainous 
condition, with deep ruts and pools and furrows 
of caked mud, and as all three bore marks of 
horses’ hoofs, the lieutenant knew that it was 
useless to go further. So he returned through 
the village in a highly irritated state of mind. 

The excitement had subsided a little by this 
time, and most of the gossips had resumed 
their household occupations. There was a 
group of suspicious-looking loafers about the 
door of each of the two inns ; but although it 
seemed to Tregenna that the word smuggler 
was writ large across the bloated features of 
every one, there was nothing to be done but to 
look as if he ignored their existence. 

Thifs, in the very worst of humours, he 
again reached the entrance of the village, and, 
after a moment’s hesitation, struck up to the 
left in the direction of the Parsonage, at the 
garden gate of which he saw handsome 
Mistress Joan in conversation with another 


woman. 
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He was still ostensibly bound on a mission 
of inquiry, yet it is doubtful whether he hoped 
to get much information from Joan, who had 
clearly shown herself to be one of the enemy. 
Still he strode up the hill with a resolute step, 
and saluted her in the most abrupt, business- 
like, and even somewhat offended manner. 

“ Your pardon. Mistress Joan, for intruding. 

. But ’tis in the performance of my duty. Can 
you inform me whither the smugglers be gone 
that rode by just now with the soldiers after 
them.?” 

“ Hbw should I be able to tell you that, sir ? 
Do you take me for a smuggler myself.? ” asked 
Joan, demurely. 

He did not at once answer. The girl looked 
even handsomer, so it seemed to him, in the 
dying light of day than she had ddhe by the 
light of moon and lantern on the preceding 
evening. The creamy tints of her skin meltfid 
into bright carnation on her cheeks ; and he 
thought, with a flash of amusement, of the 
strictures of the powdered and painted ladies of 
Hurst Court upon her rustic complexion. Her 
dress, too, pleased his taste better than theirs 
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had done. She wore neither hood nor cap, 
and her abundant brown hair was rolled back 
from her forehead in a style which was at that 
period somewhat old-fashioned, but which gave 
infinitely more dignity to the head than the 
tightly screwed-up knot of the fashionable 
Ladies. She wore no hoop or next to none, and 
her full skirt, of some sort of grey homespun, 
fell in graceful folds round her. A long fine 
white apron reached to the hem of her dress, 
and her bodice was adorned with a frilled 
kerchief of soft white muslin, and with full 
gathers of muslin just below the elbow: The 
dress was neat, simple, eminently fresh and 
becoming. 

Perhaps Trcgenna’s masculine eye did not 
take in all these details ; but he was conscious 
that the Vhole effect was pleasing beyond 
anything feminine he had ever seen, and vastly 
sfiperior to the modish charms of the Hurst 
Court ladies. He gave himself, however, little 
time for these reflections before a glance at the 
house behind her suggested to him a thought 
which he imYnediately put into the most matter- 
of-fact words. 
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“You stand high here, madam; that tower 
to the east of your house will give you a view 
over many miles. Will you favour me with 
your permission to go up thither for a few 
minutes, that I may take a reconnaissance of 
the country ? ” 

By the startled look which instantly came 
into Joan’s grey eyes, by the crimson flush 
which mounted to her forehead, Trcgenna saw, 
to his intense annoyance, another proof that 
her sympathy with his foes went beyond the 
passive stage. 

“Oh, you can’t go into the tower, sir; at 

least ” She hesitated a moment, evidently 

looking for an excuse, and theivwent on — “at 
least, in my flither’s absence. If you will 

come hither to-morrow, or — or ” T regenna 

noticed that at this point she sought the eyes 
,of the woman with whom she had been talking, 
and who had withdrawn respectfully to'u 
distance of some paces on his approach. “ Or 
the day after. ’Tis a fair view, certainly, when 
there’s no mist on the marshes ; but hardly 
worth the trouble of climbing otlr staircase, 
which is encumbered by much lumber of my 
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father’s,” she ended somewhat lamely, but 
recovering her composure. 

Tregenna did not at once answer, but he 
glanced at the house with a scrutinizing eye. 
The western portion of the building, which was 
most modest in dimensions, had been the 
banqueting-hall of a mansion as far back as 
the time of King John. It had since that time 
gone through many vicissitudes, and was now 
divided into small chambers, with the ancient 
king-post of the banqueting-hall. spreading its 
wide beams through the upper storey. On the 
east side of the dwelling an addition had been 
made, taller than the more ancient portion, and 
crowned by a gabled roof of red tiles. 

Over the whole house there hung a rich 
mantle of glossy dark ivy, which had grown 
into a massive tree over the more ancient part, 
and stretched its twining branches as far as the, 
higher roof of the newer portion, leaving little 
to be seen of the structure but the windows, 
the knotted panes of which glistened like huge 
dewdrops in the setting sun. 

Tregenna* drew himself up. He took it for 
granted she did not intend him td use the 
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Parsonage as a watch-tower, to descry the 
course the smugglers had taken. 

"You are afraid, I suppose,” said he sharply, 
"that I might find out the direction in which 
lie the haunts of ‘ free-trade } * ” 

Joan drew herself up in her turn. "Nay, 
sir,” said she quietly, " those haunts are reached 
by now, I doubt not ; and your friends the 
soldiers will ere long be returning.” 

" May be with a few of yozir friends, the free- 
traders, at thqir saddle-bow, madam,” retorted 
the lieutenant hotly. 

"Sir, you are insulting,” said Joan. 

"Nay, madam, there is no inference to be 
drawn from your speech and behaviour in this 
matter but the one I draw.” 

" I wish you a good evening, sir,” replied 
Joan, as, flashing upon him one l«ok of in- 
dignant pride from her great brown eyes, she 
made him a most stately curtsey, with her 
arms folded across and her head erect, and 
sailed back into the house between the holly- 
bushes and the clipped yews. 

There was nothing for Tregenna to do but 
to retire, after having returned her curtsey with 
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a deep bow of corresponding stiffness. As he 
turned to descend the hill, he had to pass the 
woman who had been talking with Joan, and 
who had made way for him to converse with 
the young lady. He glanced at her in passing, 
but noted only that she was apparently of the 
small-farmer class, youngish rather than young, 
with a quiet, stolid country face, and sinewy, 
rustic hands and arms. 

Her dress was that of her class, consisting 
of a thick dark stuff skirt drawn through the 
placket-holes, a coarse white apron, frilled white 
cap, a kerchief knotted on the breast, and long, 
close mittens. She wore buckled shoes with 
stout heels, and carried a big basket on her 
arm. 

There was altogether nothing more remark- 
able about* her than an air of extreme cleanli- 
ness, nfcatness, and dignified respectability. She 
dropped a curtsey to the gentleman as he went 
by, which he returned with a touch of the hat 
and a curt “Good evening.” He was in no 
mood for any unnecessary exchange of civilities 
for he judged by the glance Joan had thrown 
in the direction of this woman that, demurely 
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respectable as she looked, she shared the 
universal sympathy with the wrong - doers 
whom it was his mission to root out of the 
land. 

He had scarcely reached the bottom of the 
hill by the lane which formed an acute angle 
with the village street, when the soldiers, with 
the brigadier at their head, came trooping 
slowly through the village on their return 
journey. Alas ! they had no captured outlaws at 
their bridle ; they looked tired, hot, dispirited ; 
their commander was swearing lustily, after the 
military fashion of the times ; and the women 
of the village, keen-witted enough to guess 
that the squadron would be in an ill-humour, 
kept within doors, and satisfied their curiosity 
by furtive peeps from behind the drapery of 
their windows. 

The brigadier perceived the lieutenant, •called 
" Halt," hi a guttural voice, to his men, afitl 
proceeded to unfold his grievances, with a 
plentiful interlarding of strange oaths. 

^ It was the old story that Tregenna knew so 
well : nobody had seen the smugglers ; nobody 
had heard them; nobody had the least idea 
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that there were such people about, or could 
give a suggestion as to the way they had gone. 

"Ods my life, sir, we got to the river 
through following what I took for their trail ; 
but there was no bridge, and I knew no means 
of getting across it, since the water appeared 
to be high, and the stream swift. So, sir, the 

d d rascals may e'en be at t’other end of 

the county by this, and curse me if I see how 
they’re to be got at, when every wench and 
every child in the place is on their side — 
damme ! ” 

While he thus railed on, Tregenna became 
suddenly aware that he had an attentive listener 
in the person of the respectable-looking woman 
with the bcisket, who had evidently followed 
the lieutenant down the hill, and who now 
stood close to the bridle of the brigadier’s 
charger, whose nose she presently began to 
cfttess with her broad brown hand. 

The brigadier, incensed by what he con- 
sidered a piece of gross impertinence on the 
part of one of the country-folk, drew back hi§; 
horse with a jerk, and uttered an oath, bursting 
the next moment into a not very refined reproof 
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for her temerity. The woman remained how- 
ever entirely unmoved by it, and as the horse 
retreated, she followed him up, until she again 
stood close to the bit he was champing. 

“ May I make so bold as give him a drink 
of water, sir ” asked she, in a pleasant, deep 
voice, with less of the rough country accent 
than one would have expected from her. 
“ Sure you’ve had a long, hard ride, and one 
should be merciful to one’s beast." 

Tregenna glanced at her with more interest 
than before. When she spoke, there was a 
certain quiet authority about her, most proper 
to the mistress of a farmhouse ; and he per- 
ceived that she was younger by some years 
than he had supposed, not more than eight 
and twenty perhaps, and that her features, 
though not handsome, had a homely attraction 
of their own when animated by the action of 
speaking. ^ • 

The brigadier, who, true to his profession, 
looked upon himself as a rake of the first water, 
cocked his hat, put his hand to his side, and 
.leered at her with a roguish air, which was, in 
truth, not so fascinating in a gentleman of his 
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portly build and purplish complexion as he 
fancied. 

“You wenches in these parts are kinder to 
the beasts than to their riders, egad ! ” said he, 
with a shake of the head that set his bob-wig 
wagging merrily. “You don’t offer me a 
drink ; and if I was to beg such a favour of 
you as a word to tell me where to find the 
smugglers. I’ll be sworn you’d give me a stare 
like the rest of ’em, and vow you’d never heard 
of the creatures ! ” 

The woman listened to him with modest 
gravity, her face quite stolid, her eyes on the 
horse. Then she said, in a quiet, even tone, 
without either prudery or coquetry, but with 
an air of being much interested by what he 
said — 

“Well,* sir. I'm not going to tell you that. 
I know to my cost the things that go on in 
these parts, and that there’s many a man ruined 
for an honest calling by being drawn in with 
these folks. You see, sir, it be in the air, and 
they breathe it in from childhood up, so to 
speak.” 

“ That’s it ; that’s it, my good woman I ” cried 
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the brigadier enthusiastically. “ Egad, my lass, 
you're the first person I’ve met in these parts 
to admit even so much. Now tell me, think 
you not 'twould be better for you all if this 
thing, this free-trade, as they falsely call it, was 
raoted out ? \ ' 

“Ay, sir, I do think so,” said the woman 
earnestly. “And if I thought you’d do your 
work without too rough a hand, I’d lead you 
to their haunts myself.” 

“You would? You would?” cried the 
brigadier, with great eagerness. “Well, then, 
you may rely on me.* If you’ll but take me 
to the spot where they harbour. I’ll be as 
gentle as a lamb with the ruff — I should say, 
with the poor misguided fellows.”. 

“ Come, sir, then, with me,” said the woman, 
as she at once began to lead the .way back 
through the village at a smart pace. 

The brigadier turned his horse, and c<ftia- 
manded his men to follow, and in a few minutes 
every horseman was again lost to sight at the 
bend of the road. 

Lieutenant Tregenna, who had heard this 
colloquy, had been inclined to think, from the 
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woman’s manner, that in her indeed' they had 
got hold of a decent-minded person who had 
no sympathy with the thieves. 

But happening to glance up at the latticed 
window under the eaves of the nearest cottasre, 
he caught sight of two faces, a man’s and a 
woman’s, in convulsions of laughter. A cursory 
examination of such other windows as were 
near enough for him to see revealed similar 
phenomena. 

And the question darted into his mind : Was 
the respectable-looking woman a friend of the 
smugglers ? And was it her intention to lead 
the soldiers into an ambuscade ? 
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CHAPTER IV. 

FUESII OUTRAGES. 

Tregenna debated with himself whether he 
should run after the brigadier and put him on 
his guard. But a moment’s reflection convinced 
him that a word of warning from a young man 
like himself would be received with resentment 
rather than with gratitude by the old soldier. 
After all, the soldiers were well armed, and 
were presumably prepared for emergencies. 

So he turned his back on the village, and 
made his way over the cliffs to the creek where 
the gig was lying to take him to the cutter. 

It was at the mouth of the little ravine down 
which Parson Langney and his daughter had 
gone on the preceding evening. 

It was dark in this cleft between the sand- 
stone hills, dark and cool, with a breeze that 
rushed through from the sea and whistled in 

E 
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the scrubby pines and through the arching 
briars of the blackberry bushes. The stream 
which flowed swiftly down, making little trick- 
ling waterfalls from rock to rock, weis swollen 
by recent rains, and made little patches of 
morass and mire at every few steps. The 
lieutenant found the water over his ankles half 
a dozen times on his way down. He had just 
come in sight of the opening where the gig 
lay when, drawing his right foot out of a mossy 
swamp that squelched under his tread, he saw, 
with a sudden chill, that his boot was dyed a 
deep, murky red. 

Scenting another outrage, he uttered an ex- 
clamation, and looked about him. Trickling 
down the side of the ravine into the mud and 
water of the little patch of swamp was a dark 
red stream — and the stream was blood. 

Ha uttered a cry, a call ; no one answered. 
Tlie next moment he was scrambling up the 
side of the ravine. 

At the top, lying in a patch of gorse that 
fringed the edge of the broken cliff, was the 
body of a coastguardsman, his head nearly^ 
severed from his body, and with the blood still 
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oozing from the ghastly wound which had 
killed him. 

The poor fellow’s hands and limbs were ice 
cold ; he had been dead some time. A sheath- 
knife, such as sailors use, apparently the weapon 
with which the murder had been effected, lay 
among the bushes a few paces off. 

The lieutenant ground his teeth. Not thieves 
alone, but murderers, were these wretches with 
whom the whole country-side wcus in league. 
He picked up the knife, with the dried blood 
upon it ; there was a name scratched roughly 
on the blade, “ Ben Bax." It was a name new 
to Tregenna, and strong as the clue seemed, 
it inspired him with but faint hopes of bringing 
the murderer to punishment. The whole neigh- 
bourhood would conspire to shield the author 
of the outrage ; the very fact of the knife, with 
the name on it, having been left behind, showed 
with what cynical impunity the wretches went 
about their work. 

However, here was at last a deed which not 
even Squire Waldron could excuse, not even 
Joan Langney could palliate. The man was 
dead ; there was nothing to be done for him. 
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But information must be given of the murder 
without delay. 

Tregenna was near enough to the gig to 
hail the men in charge of it, and these hurried 
up to the spot without delay. 

They knew of the raid, but not of the murder. 
During the lieutenant’s absence a suspicious- 
looking sloop had been sighted at anchor some* 
little distance away. A watch had been kept 
upon her from the cutter, and a boat seen to 
push off and make for the marshes. 

The cutter’s crew had manned a boat and 
given chase, only to find that they had been 
drawn off in pursuit of a decoy craft, containing 
nothing contraband, while the men remaining 
on the cutter had the mortification to sec a 
second boat, piled high with kegs and full of 
smugglers armed to the teeth, row up the creek, 
land crew and cargo, and then return to the 
sloop, exchanging shots with the cutter’s men, 
without effect on either side. 

The cutter’s men, however, had seen nothing 
of the murder, for the irregularities of the 
ground and the scrubby undergrowth of gorse 
and bramble had hidden the struggle from 
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their sight, though, but for this circumstance, 
the spot would have been within the range of 
their telescopes. 

Lieutenant Tregenna lost not a moment in 
returning to Hurst, to report the outrage to 
Squire Waldron, whose lenity could not afford 
to excuse such a barbarous act as this on the 
part of his free-traders. 

He went by the shortest way this time, 
taking the foot-track over the hills, by which 
Parson Langney and his daughter had come 
on the previous night. 

Perhaps the ghastly sight he had just 
witnessed had sharpened his faculties ; for 
before he had gone far over the worn grass 
of the path he caught sight of some marks 
which arrested his attention. Stooping to look 
at them, and then kneeling on the short turf, 
peering closely at the ground, he soon satisfied 
himself that the marks were bloodstains, afid 
that they followed the course he was taking. 

Feeling sure that he was on the track of 
another piece of the free-traders’ sanguinary 
work, he went back on his steps, and traced 
the bloodstains to a thicket by the side of the 
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footpath, where there were traces, in broken 
branches and down-trodden bracken, of the 
wounded creature, whether man or animal, 
having hidden or rested. 

And then it flashed suddenly across his mind 
that it was near this spot that the smuggler 
must have stood at whom he himself had, on 
the previous evening, fired with what he had 
believed at the time to be good effect. 

If this were so, and if this were the trail 
of the wounded man, he might be able, by 
following it up, to find at least one of the guilty 
fraternity, and bring him to justice. 

Fired with this belief, which was like a ray 
of golden hope in the black despair which had 
been settling on him, he turned again, and 
following the track of the bloodstains, which 
were dry, although evidently recent, he went 
steadily on in the direction of Hurst, looking 
always on the ground, and not noticing at first 
whither the track was leading him. 

It was with a start and a sudden chill that 
he presently recognized, on raising his head 
when the ground began to rise, that it was 
to the Parsonage that the marks led. 
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To the Parsonage — where he had stood talk- 
ing to Joan Langney that afternoon ! For a 
moment he felt sick, and faltered in his purpose. 
He did not want to bring shame, disgrace, upon 
that house of all others. Yet what was to be 
done.^ If she and her father were indeed 
harbouring one of the ferocious pack with 
whom he and his men had been in conflict 
on the preceding night, why should he hesitate 
to accuse them of the fact, and to demand that 
the rascal should be handed over to justice ? 

He was sorry to have to do it, almost 
passionately sorry ; for even John's prevarica- 
tion, her defence of the outlaws, her defiance 
of himself, had not availed to destroy the 
admiration he felt for the handsome, fearless 
maiden who was her father’s* right hand, and 
who was ready to dare all dangers in the cause 
of what she considered her duty? 

But, then, there was his own duty to *be 
considered. And that demanded that he 
should seize the smallest clue to the authors 
of the outrages which followed one another 
thick and fast, and sjhowed an almost incon- 
ceivable audacity on the part of the smugglers. 
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He marched, therefore, after a few minutes’ 
hesitation, boldly upwards, and following the 
track of the bloodstains still, found himself, in 
a few minutes, not at the front of the house, 
where he had been that morning, but at a 
garden-gate at the back. 

He lifted the latch and entered. The blood- 
stains were faintly visible in the dusk, on the 
gravel of the path that took him up to the 
back door of the house. 

And there, on the very doorstep, was a keg 
of contraband brandy. 

The sight of this gave Tregenna fresh nerve ; 
and he knocked with his cane loudly at the door. 

It was opened by Joan herself. 

It was almost dark by this time ; but he saw 
the look of horfor and dismay which flashed 
across her face when she saw who her visitor 
was. }der glance passed quickly to the keg 
on. the step below, but only for a moment. 
Then, without appearing to notice that very 
suspicious article, she addressed Tregenna, not 
discourteously, but with decided coldness. 

“ What is your pleasure, sir ? Are you come 
to see my father.^. He is not yet returned.” 
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“ I am not come to see your father, madam, 
but another person who is harbouring beneath 
this roof ; the smuggler who is taking refuge 
here from the consequences of his ill deeds.” 

She was taken by surprise, and the look 
which crossed her candid face betrayed her. 

“’Tis in vain for you to deny it, madam,” 
pursued Tregenna, boldly, “for I have proof of 
what I say.” 

There was a short pause, and then Joan said 
steadily — 

“ I do not deny it.” 

Certain as he had felt of the truth of his 
surmise, Tregenna felt that his breath was 
taken away for a moment by this cool con 
fession. He was shocked, grieved, through 
all the triumph he felt at having, as he thought, 
at last run his prey to earth. 

“ You denjr not, madam,” he went on,*inian 
altered voice, “that you have beneath your 
roof a thief, and if not a murderer, at least an 
associate and accomplice of murderers ? ” 

“ A murderer! No, I will not believe that,” 
•cried Joan, ‘warmly. 

“ Well, a smuggler, if that name please you 
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better, though in truth there’s mighty little 
difference between them. I am come, then, 
madam, to see this smuggler, and to endeavour 
to find out whether he is the man that cruelly 
stabbed to death a poor coastguardsman but 
a couple or so of hours ago.” 

“It was not he,” said Joan, hastily. “He 
hath been here since last night.” 

“Ah! then he was engaged in the fight 
with us last night; and 'twas he, doubtless, 
whom I shot in the leg as he got away.” 

“And is not the wound, think you, sir, a 
sufficient injury to have inflicted on him, that 
you must relentlessly track him down for fresh 
punishment ? ” 

“Madam, ’tis no matter of personal feeling; 
’tis in the king’s name, ai>d on the king’s 
behalf, I charge you to give him up to justice.” 

“Then, in the name of justice and of 
humanity, I refuse!” said Joan, passionately, 
as she threw her handsome head back, and 
fixed upon him a look of proud defiance* 
“ The man who takes shelter in my father's 
house, should be safe there, were he the- 
greatest criminal on earth ; and how much 
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more when he comes bleeding from a wound 
inflicted by the men who should be our 
protectors ! ” 

Exasperated as Tregenna was by the diffi- 
culties which she put in. his way, he could not 
help admiring her spirit. He answered more 
mildly than he would have done had her 
defiant speech been uttered by another mouth — 

“Nay, madam, you will not suffer us to 
protect you from the wrong-doers and their 
works ; you side with them, against us and 
the law ! ” 

“ Who is that talks of thd law ? ” cried 
a cheery voice from the narrow hall behind 
Joan. 

And . Parson Langney, in a very genial 
mood, having but just returned from Hurst 
Court and the merrymakers there, presented 
himself at the doorway, where his dangljter 
made way for him. 

“You have a smuggler here, sir, whom I 
beg you to give up to justice,” said Tregenna. 
“ I can prove that he hath taken a foremost 
.part in a raid and a fight with my men ; and 
sure Miss Joan may rest satisfied with what 
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you have done for him, and let justice take 
its course now.” 

The parson glanced at his daughter with a 
change of countenance — 

“ Well,” said he, “ the soldiers are at Hurst 
Court; bring them hither, and make a search 
of my house, if you please. You will find but 
a poor fellow that lies sick with a wound in his 
leg. I fear me poor Tom will never live to 
take his trial if he be moved from where he 
lies with the fever that is on him now.” 

“He shall be used with all gentleness, sir, 

I promise you. And sorry am I to have to 
intrude upon you and your kind charity in this 
manner. But you are aware, sir, that I must 
do my duty." 

“Ay, sir, as we do ours,” replied the parson, 
sturdily. "We ask not what a man has done 
whenP he comes to us for help. We ask but 
what we can do for him, be he friend or be 
he foe.” 

“ I know it, sir. I have experienced your 
kindness — and Mistress Joan’s.” 

The young lady now stood a little in the 
background, looking anxious and perturbed. 
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She hardly glanced at him when he uttered 
her ncune. 

“You will pardon me, sir, for being forced 
to incommode you thus.” 

“You must do your duty, sir,” retorted 
Parson Langney, dryly'. 

“ And you will admit us when we come with 
a warrant ? ” 

“Ay, sir." 

Tregenna bowed and withdrew. Halfway 
down the garden path he heard a noise behind 
him, and turned. Parson Langney was busy 
rolling the keg of brandy into his house. On 
meeting the lieutenant’s eyes, the parson, 
hardly pausing in his labour, sang out with 
much simplicity — 

“ Tis but the physician's fee, sir. And sure, 
the labourer is worthy of his hire ! ” 

And with that, he gave the keg a final fpll, 
got it within doors, and drew the bolt. 
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CHAPTER V. 

.A' 

A LOAD OF HAY. 

Lieutenant Tregenna was quite prepared to 
find the gentlemen at Hurst Court in a very 
merry mood, after the hours which they had 
spent at the dinner-table since his abrupt 
departure. 

He sent in his message that his business was 
urgent, and chose to wait in the great hall, with 
the staghounds sniffing about his ankles, rather 
than have to discuss small-talk with the ladies, 
as the old butler wished him to do. 

few minutes Squire Waldron, not very 
steady as to gait, or clear as to utterance, came 
out of the dining-parlour, followed by the 
brigadier, who was less coherent still. 

The news of the murder of the coastguards- 
man, however, startled them both into sobriety 
and the squire made less difficulty than 
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Tregenna ’had expected about making out a 
warrant for the apprehension of the. one man 
whom he had tracked down. 

“What’s his name, say you?” asked the 
squire, who had conducted his companions 
into the study, through the walls of which they 
could hear ^he stertorous snoring of the other 
guests, who had fallen asleep, whether upon or 
under the table Tregenna could only guess. 

“ I know only that he is called Tom,” replied 
Tregenna, who remembered that the parson 
had uttered that name. 

“ Ah, then ’twill be ‘ Gardener Tom,’ as they 
call him, as fine a lad as ever you clapped eyes 
on,” almost sighed the squire, as he began to 
make out the warrant, not without erasures, in 
a decidedly ‘after-dinner’ handwriting. “ Poor 
Tom, poor Tom ! You will not have him 
moved to-night, general, and jolt a muij^in a 
fever across the marshes to Rye ? ” • 

“Egad, squire, since he will certainly be 
hanged, what signifies a jog more or less to 
his rascally bonesh?” retorted the brigadier 
ferociously. 

The warrant made out, and the soldiers 
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summoned from the servant’s hall, where they 
had been regaled by the squire’s command, the 
lieutenant and the brigadier took leave of their 
host, and started from the house without loss of 
time, Tregenna keeping pace on foot with the 
officer’s charger, while the soldiers followed. 

The brigadier was in the highest spirits, and 
was inclined to look down upon Tregenna’s 
capture, and upon his methods of work. 

“ ’S’no use, my lad, no mortal use,” he said, 
laying down the law with vigour, and trying to 
sit straight upon the saddle so that his gesticu- 
lating arm should not overbalance him, “to try 
t’ get on in anything without th’ women ! Now, 
I alwaysh make up to th’ women ! ” he went on, 
with a wink and a roguish leer ; “ and they’re 
going to pull me through thish time, as they’ve 
done a hundred timesh afore 1 Did you see me 
with ^fhat lass ? ” he went on, resting his hand 
upon his hip, and cocking his hat knowingly. 
“ That lass that went up the village with me ? ’’ 

" A decent-looking worhan, that has the 
appearance of a farmer’s wife or daughter.?” 
said Tregenna, somewhat dryly. 

“Ay, that’s she. Name’s Ann Price, 
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keepsh house for her brother, who’s a farmer 
living a little way inland yonder. Forget name 
of place. Squire told me all about her. Fine 
woman, sir ; doosed. fine woman ; sh’perior 
woman, too, monstrous sh’perior. She’s going 
to put me on the track of the beggars ; took 
me up theliill, and showed me the way to one 
of their haunts, that she did, sir. Though in 
these parts one wouldn’t have thought she’d 
ha’ dared do it, sir ; and she wouldn’t if I 
hadn’t known how to wheedle it out of her ! ” 

“You don’t think, general, she was playing 
you false ? ” 

“False! No, sir. I’m too devilish artful 
to be played tricks with. No, sir ; I played 
with her as a cat plays with a mouse,, and led 
her on so far that she can’t draw back. She is 
to come and see me at my quarters in Rye next 
market day, and — ” he paused a moment, to 
give a fatuous chuckle — “ if I don’t get out of 
her afore.'i«he goes back every damned thing I 
want to know, why, sir, then, they may court- 
martial me for a d-d-d-damned blunderer, sir I ” 
. Tregenna did not attempt to betray further 
his doubts as to the woman’s good faith. But 
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when they reached the angle where the road 
through the village was joined by the by-road 
up to the Parsonage, and he saw a woman’s 
figure which he thought Jie recognized at the 
door of one of the cottages, he dropped behind, 
and let the brigadier, who had the warrant, 
and the soldiers, go up to the Parsonage with- 
out him. 

As he had supposed, the woman who had 
attracted his attention proved indeed to be 
Ann Price, who now wore a long round cloak 
of full pleats, with a hood attached to it, and 
who appeared to be waiting for some one. 

It was so dark by this time that the poor oil- 
lamp over the door of the little thatched inn 
oppositeinade a small patch of light in the miry 
roadway; into this patch, while the woman 
still stood waiting, and Tregenna watched her, 
came, ''reeling from the inn-door, a tall, brawny, 
muscular man, in a rough fisherman’s dress, 
wearing on his head the long, knitted, tasselled 
cap of his kind. He had a couple of huge 
pistols stuck in his belt, which showed under 
the flaps of his loose, open coat ; and his whole* 
appearance betrayed the unmistakable fact that 
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he was no peaceful seafarer, but an active 
participator in the contraband trade of the 
neighbourhood. 

Crossing the road with an unsteady gait, and 
uttering the while a chuckling, coarse laugh, he 
made his way towards the woman, who, by a 
quick movement, avoided his close approach. 

“Why, Ann, my lass, what’s to do that 
thou’rt grown too nice to give a greeting to a 
friend, and thy cousin to boot? Is’t for yon 
knave Tom thou’rt grieving? Ods life, but 
he’s no fit match for thee ; thou’lt never wed 
with a landsman, thou, when there’s a better 
man ready, eh, lass ? " 

And with that he steadied himself, ran 
towards her, intercepted her as she would have 
gone through the alley between the cottages, 
and seized her roughly by the cloak. 

“ Coom, lass, no airs with me ! ” he §ciiU, ^in 
an angry tone, as she tried to wrench her cloak 
away from his grasp. “ Thou canst keep thy 
coyness for the soldier-chaps.” 

“ Have done, Ben 1 ” cried Ann, imperiously, 
‘ but in a low voice. “ Dost want to have the 
soldiers after thee ? They’re nigh enough ! ” 
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“ What care I for the fules in red ? or thou 
either, cousin Ann } Come, now, one kiss, 
lass, and I’ll be gone.” 

Seeing that the man, who was a hulking 
rascal some six feet high, and broad in pro- 
portion, was plainly preparing to take by force 
what he could not get by coaxing, Tregenna 
hurried up to rescue the woman from her too 
persistent admirer. 

To his surprise, however, before he came 
up with the disputants, Ann suddenly struck 
out with her right fist straight from the shoulder, 
caught the unsteady Ben unawares, and landed 
him flat on his back in the mud in the middle 
of the road. 

“Well done! ” cried Tregenna, involuntarily, 
below his breath. 

“ Get up, Ben I ” cried Ann, as it were 
apol»gfetically, and without the least resentment. 

“ Thou shouldst not ha’ crossed me, lad.” 

Ben was sitting up, and swearing the most 
appalling oaths. Perceiving Tregenna, and 
hearing his ejaculation, he was seized with a 
sudden access of brutal ferocity ; and with a yell • 
of rage he clapped his hand to his belt, drew 
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out one of the huge pistols he wore, and, point- 
ing it at the lieutenant, would have fired at 
him, if Ann had not sprung into the middle of 
the roadway with astounding agility, and jerked 
up the weapon. 

“Up, up!” cried she, in a low voice; “up 
and begone. You must do no more mischief 
to-night.” 

Ben continued to swear, but he obeyed her, 
getting up slowly and with difficulty, and 
meekly suffering her to strip off his coat, which 
she put into his hands, telling him to get the 
hostess of the Frigate to cleanse it for him. 
This command also he took with docility ; but 
once more catching sight of Tregenna as he 
turned to re-enter the inn, he shook his fist 
at him, and growled out something which 
sounded like a threat of settling arrears between 
them on some future occasion. •• » 

When he had disappeared within the hospit- 
able doors of the Frigate, whence issued a 
great noise of singing, shouting, and hoarse 
laughter, Ann turned with some appearance of 
impatience to the lieutenant. 

“Why are you not with your friends, the 
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soldiers, searching the parson’s house, yonder ? ” 
she asked shortly. 

He did not tell her the truth, that he was 
suspicious of her, and was keeping watch oh 
her movements, wondering for whom she was 
waiting. He only said — 

“ There are enough of them to perform that 
simple office. And I am loath to incommode 
Mistress Joan, by forcing upon her more in- 
truders than can do the task there is to do.” 

“ Nay, then, you should return to your ship, 
sir ; for there be a wild sort of characters about 
to-night, and none too sober. Your person is 
known, too, and you may chance to get a bullet 
through you, which will further neither the 
king's cause nor your own, I reckon." 

“ I thank you for the advice, mistress,” said 
Tregenna, who was more interested in this 
grave rwoman with the quiet manners, low 
voice, and tranquil air of authority, the more 
he saw of her. “ But 'tis my business to carry 
my life in my hand ; and truly the vicinity of 
a woman as quick of eye and ready of hand 
as yourself is as safe a one as I could wish.” 

But Ann Price shook her head. " I might 
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not always be so fortunate,” said she. “ Besides, 

I must be stirring myself. I have another two 
miles to trudge to get to my mother’s home.” 

“If my escort would be any protection to 
you, which, perhaps, you would deny, methinks 
’twould be less hazardous than a walk across 
a wild road alone.” 

Dark as it was ; for the light given by the 
moon was as yet but faint, and the inn’s oil- 
lamp scarcely threw its light so far as the place 
where they stood, Tregenna fancied he saw a 
smile on her face. She answered quite gravely, 
however — 

“ I shall not walk, I thank you, sir. I have 
a load of hay to take home ; and yonder, as 
I think, comes the cart with it. I’ll bid you 
a good-night, sir.” 

She was looking up the road, and listening, 
Tregenna heard the creaking of whegls^; but 
he did not take her- hint to retreat ; he followed 
her, as she went to meet the cart, which was 
at that moment descending into the main street 
by a narrow lane behind the cottages on the 
right. He was suspicious of that cart with its 
load of hay. ' ^ 
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There was a great difficulty in getting the 
heavy wheels out of the mire of the lane ; and 
Ann hurried to the assistance of the young boy 
who was leading the horse. At the same 
moment, the brigadier, cursing loud and deep, 
came at a smart pace down the hill from the 
Parsonage. 

“They’ve tricked us! They're a set of 
rascally thieves I ” yelled he, as soon as he 
caught sight of Tregenna. “ Your parson and 
his daughter are in league with the smugglers, 
damn them ! ” 

“ Why, what — what mean you, general ? ” 

“ We’ve searched the house, from garret to 
cellar ; and devil a ghost of a smuggler is there 
in the place.” 

Tregenna glanced quickly from the brigadier 
to the hay-cart, which was just clear of the lane. 
As h^jdid .so, he was on the point of suggesting 
to the brigadier that he and his soldiers should 
follow that vehicle, when he was stopped by 
seeing Ann Price raise her arm, while, at the 
same moment, she hailed him in a clear voice — 

“ Sir, one moment I Will you come hither. 


sir? 



A LOAD OF HAY. 73 

It wgis plainly Tregenna whom she addressed. 
It is doubtful whether the brigadier even 
recognized his charmer of the daylight hours, 
for the frown did not lift from his brows, neither 
did he salute her in any way. 

Tregenna, with a word to his companion, 
returned quickly to the woman’s side. 

“Maybe, sir,” said she, in the same low, 
level voice as before, " you would not mind if 
I use my sex’s privilege, and beg you’ll be so 
good as come with me aS far as the ford. The 
roads be monstrous bad, and I’ve but this little 
lad with me, to help me at a pinch to get the 
cart along.” 

Tregenna assented at once ; though by no 
means so confiding or so self-confident as the 
brigadier, and well aware that there was some- 
thing rather uncanny, rather mysterious, about 
this woman who could fell a man like ^,ox 
while addressing him with lamb-like gentleness^ 
he was too young, too full-blooded, not to relish 
the adventure, and was quite ready to face the 
danger into wfiich she might lead him. 

. His first idea had been that the cartful of 
hay was merely a receptacle for contraband 
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goods, and it had been his intention to make 
this suggestion to the brigadier. But this 
request on the part of the woman that he 
should accompany her on her drive, necessarily 
put that notion out of his head. 

He got up beside her, the boy mounted 
behind, and they started on their journey, 
jogging through the miry, rutty roads at a 
snail’s pace, with the lantern swinging on the 
off-side of the cart with every motion of the 
vehicle. 

They went so slowly, and the cart was so 
uncomfortable from the lack of springs, that 
the journey would have' been miserably tedious 
but for the interest Tregenna felt in the woman 
herself, an interest which increased tenfold as 
he listened to her conversation. 

She was very • frank, very straightforward,., 
and made no more pretence than she had done 
to the brigadier of being shocked by the doings 
of the smugglers. 

“They’ve been brought up to it like to a 
trade,” said she, "and it’s passed from father 
to son. And when duties be high, so I’ve 
heard say, the free-traders start up from the 
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ground like to mushrooms. And look, sir, be 
they so much to blame as the folks that buy 
their goods from them, and that think no harm 
of getting goods cheap, seeing that, after all, 
defrauding a Government never seems like the 
same thing as defrauding a man? Govern- 
ments doan’t seem to be flesh and blood like 
to ourselves, do they, sir?” 

“Well, maybe not. But still ” 

" Still, it brings it home to us that ’tis a 
crime to smuggle when the king sends down 
a troop of redcoats to shoot us down, sir. Ah, 
yes, sir. I’m not defending ’em, though there’s 
many a good-hearted lad among them ; ay, and 
some of my own kin too. I’m main sorry 
to tell.” 

"Surely they’ll not be so foolhardy as to 
continue in these ways, now that they must do 
it at such fearsome risk ! ” urged Tregenn^ 
"Nay, sir, I know not. But ’twould be a 
fair day for Sussex if you could but get the 
men to give it up, and to take to honester 
work again.” 

• The words were hardly out of her mouth 
when the cart sank dpwn into a small morass 
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with such a jerk that Tregenna, less used to 
this type of vehicle than his companions, was 
all but precipitated into the road. At the 
same moment a slight groan from the back 
part of the cart struck upon his ears, and 
startled him considerably. 

All at once it flashed into his mind that it 
was not a load of contraband tobacco*^ and 
spirits, laces and silks that the hay was con- 
cealing, but the wounded smuggler Tom, who 
had eluded the brigadier, escaping by the back 
way from the Parsonage on the approach of 
the soldiers. Almost at the same moment he 
realized why it was that Ann Price had shown 
such a sudden desire for his own company. 
The artful woman had guessed his suspicions 
of herself and her load of hay, and had invited 
Tregenna to put him off the scent, and to avoid 
haying her vehicle overhauled by the soldiers. 

* He took care not to betray, by word or sign, 
that he had heard that groan from the wounded 
man ; he went on talking to Ann, getting her 
opinions on agricultural topics, which she gave 
with characteristic intelligence. And all the 
while he was congratulating himself that he 
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should find out where Tom lived, and be able 
to follow him up and bring him to justice. 

There was another thing that he wished to 
find out : whether the tipsy smuggler whom 
Ann Price had treated so cavalierly was the 
‘ Ben Bax ” whose, knife he had found beside 
the murdered coastguardsman. He put the 
question to her direct — 

“Was that fellow who affronted you in the 
street yonder the man they call ‘ Ben Bax ' ? ” 
he asked at the first convenient opening in 
their conversation. 

But Ann, whether she knew the reason of 
his question or not, was cautious in her answer. 

“Maybe,” she answered, as if indifferently, 
“there be plenty o’ Baxes in these parts; 
^hey’re in every village. I know not whether 
^ ever heard yonder fellow called by any other 
"name than ' Ben the Blast.’ ” 

•* 

“ He’s a fisherman, I suppose, by his dress 
pursued Tregenna. 

She gave him a straight look, turning her 
head stolidly towards him to do so. 

• “ He’s mate of a merchantman, 1 think,” said 
she. “ We don’t see much of him up here, 
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and we shouldn’t mind if we saw less. He’s 
a rough fellow, and free with his fists when 
he’s in liquor." 

“It seems you know how to manage him, 
however,” said Tregenna. 

Ann only smiled. And Tregenna, who saw 
that she meant to let him know no more, 
allowed the subject to drop. 

They had by this time jogged some distance 
out of the village, and were descending a slope 
towards the river. 

“We shall have to cross the water by the 
ford,” said she. “ You’re not afraid, sir, to do 
it in the dark ? ” 

“ Not with you,” answered Tregenna, 
promptly. “Have you much further to go, 
when the river is crossed ? ” 

“ Not above another mile,” replied Ann. 
“ And if you can’t stay the night at the farm, 
sir, we can put you in the, way of coming back 
by a path, a little higher up, where there’s a 
ferry-boat to take you across.” 

“Thanks,” replied Tregenna. “I wish I 
could avail myself of your hospitality, but I 
must return to my boat to-night.” 
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They were descending the hill in the same 
jog-trot fashion, and were within a few yards 
of the river, which was flowing swiftly, and 
looked, Tregenna thought, somewhat perilous 
to negotiate, when Ann uttered an exclamation 
of dismay. 

“ Mercy on me! ” cried she, in a tone of great 
annoyance, “ if I haven’t dropped my whip I 
And it’ll need all the lashing I can give her 
to get the mare across, with the river running 
as swift as it does to-night.” 

' She had reined in the animal, and was 
peering round . in the road with anxious 
eyes. 

“Did you mind, sir, when I had it last? 
Nay, nay, for sure you don’t. You’d have 
spoken if you’d seen it drop. Would you hold 
the reins a moment, sir, while I go back up 
the hill in search of it ? ” . , 

“ Nay, I’ll do that,” replied Tregenna, readily! 
“ I’ll take the lantern.” 

He had unfastefied the great clumsy thing 
from the side of the vehicle while he spoke, 
and had already begun his search. He had 
almost reached the crest of the hill before he 
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found the whip, lying in a pool of mud under 
the hedge by the side of the road. 

“ Hey ! " cried he, as he picked it up and 
cracked it in the air. “ IVe found it ! ” 

As he turned, with the lantern in one hand, 
and the whip in the other, and looked down 
the hill towards the cart, he was astonished to 
see, by the light of the moon which had grown 
stronger since they started, the lad who had 
been at the back of the cart leap up to the 
seat beside Ann, with a long stick, cut from 
the hedge, in his hand. 

The next moment, with a speed which, com- 
’ pared with her former jog-trot, was like that 
of an arrow from a bow, the mare was galloping 
towards the river, lashed unsparingly by her 
driver. 

Pursuit was hopeless. Almost before Trc- 
geijn^ had time to recognize that he had been 
tricked, the cart, swaying, splashing, dashing 
through little eddies of foam, was in the middle 
of the stream. 

He ran a few paces, stumbling in the ruts 
of the road, and muttering uncomplimentary 
things of the high-spirited lady and all her sex. 
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But, long before he reached his side of the 
river the cart had gained the other, and was 
galloping along the road at a pace which put 
all thoughts of overtaking it to flight. 

Disgusted, furious, and vowing vengeance 
against both Ann and smuggler Tom, Lieu- 
tenant Tregenna dashed the lantern on the 
ground, flung the whip into the middle of the 
stream, and returned towards the shore as fast 
as possible, taking a byway to the cliffs, lest 
any of Ann’s friends should see him, and rejoice 
at his discomfiture. 


G 
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CHAPTER VI. 

A COLLISION. 

On the following day Tregenna sent word to 
General Hambledon that he had better search 
the neighbourhood of Rede Hall for “ Gardener 
Tom,” who had escaped him at the Parsonage 
on the previous evening. 

But he had very little hope of any result; 
and his fears were justified when, a few days 
later, he met the brigadier, who had, of course, 
been as completely fooled by the artful Ann as 
Tregenna himself had been. 

Aflfl, whom the general had found with her 
arms in the wash-tub, placid, stolid, and as 
amiable as ever, had made profuse apologies 
for her behaviour to Tregenna, whom she pro- 
fessed herself ashamed to meet. She had had 
no idea, she said, that there was any one 
hidden in the cart until the lieutenant had got 
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out in search of the lost whip. Then a man 
had started up from under the hay, put a pistol 
to her head, and threatened her with instant 
death if she did not drive on, which she was 
thus forced to do. After crossing the river, 
he had jumped out at the first bend of the 
road, and she had no idea what had become 
of him. 

Even the brigadier seemed to hav®-Hlis 
doubts about the entire truth of Ann’s story; 
but Tregenna, who knew it was a tissue of 
falsehoods, said nothing. He perceived already 
that General Hambledon’s precious plan of 
“getting hold of the women, my boy,” only 
had the result of letting the women get hold 
of him. 

Then there came a lull in the excitement of 
the times. Ben the Blast had disappeared 
from the neighbourhood, without Tregenna’s 
having been able to identify him with the 
owner of the blood-stained knife. There were 
no more raids ; there were no more discoveries ; 
things seemed to have settled down, and it 
appeared impossible to suspect the peaceful- 
looking caters and ploughmen who went 
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stolidly about their work in the fields, looking 
as placid and unenterprising as their own oxen, 
of having had any hand in the lawless practices 
which the soldiers and the cutter’s men had 
been sent to quell. 

The cutter was generally cruising about, 
keeping a sharp look-out on the coast for sus- 
picious-looking craft, so that Tregenna got 
very little time ashore! On the rare occasions 
when he did get as far inland as the village of 
Hurst, he always felt a longing to call at the 
Parsonage and twit Joan with her lawless 
behaviour in helping a criminal to escape. 

He was returning to the shore one day, 
after paying a duty visit to Hurst Court, where 
the ladies’ sympathy with him had been quite 
overwhelming, though he shrewdly ■•guessed 
that their silken frocks had been cheaply come 
by, when he saw Mistress Joan, with a small 
floclc of sheep before her, and a long osier 
wand in her hand, coming across the high 
ground from the marsh. 

She instantly checked her pace, as if to 
give him an opportunity to pass before she and 
her flock came up with him. But he, of 
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course, checked * his speed too, and raised 
his hat with a deep bow as soon as she came 
near. 

Joan threw back the heavy folds of her 
hooded cloak, and curtsied politely, but with 
a certain stately bashfulness which showed that 
his anxiety to meet her had scarcely been 
reciprocated. 

Tregenna, however, was not to be daunted. 
He could not help feeling a strong interest in 
the spirited young creature, and his heart had 
leapt up at the chance of speaking with her 
again. 

“Turned shepherdess, I perceive. Mistress 
Joan ! ” said he, leaving the road to meet her as 
he spoke. 

“ And not a very skilful one, I fear,” replied 
she, keeping her gaze fixed on the sheep, who 
showed a decided inclination to wander. “ They 
belong to an old dame that lives on the edge 
of the marsh yonder; and I offered to bring 
them into the village, and to fold them for the 
night in our own meadow, that they might go 
-to market to-morrow morning with those of a 
neighbour.” 
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“May I not assist you in«your task? Tis 
no easy one, I see.” 

“ And have you no fear, sir, lest they should 
be the property of smugglers, or lest the wool 
which covers them be the receptacle of contra- 
band goods, even as innocent hay may be?” 
asked she, with a certain demure mischief in 
her tone which piqued him. 

“Well, madam, since you challenge me,” 
retorted Tregenna, “ I own I may have reason 
for such thoughts ; for you have shown a 
marked tenderness, if I must say so, towards 
the breakers of the law, even to assisting a 
criminal to escape, that had a warrant out 
against him.” 

A change came over Joan’s handsome face. 
The look of mutinous mischief in her eyes gavQ 
place to a certain wistful kindliness even more 
attractive. And she spoke in such a tender, 
pleading, gentle voice that, if Tregenna had 
harboured any resentful feelings. towards her, 
he must have been disarmed. 

“ Ah, sir,” said she, “ it is hard for you to 
understand, and I doubt hot we must. seem, 
perverse in your eyes. But do but place 
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yourself in imagination where we stand, and con- 
sider whether your own feelings would not be 
the same as ours, did you but live our life, and 
have your home among these poor folk as we 
have. Remember, sir, we have had our abode 
here since I was but an infant. When my 
mother died, and my father was left with me, 
a babe of but a few months old, on his hands, 
all the country-folk for miles round offered to 
nurse me, tend me, do what they could to help 
the pastor they already loved. I was taken to 
a farmhouse where this very Tom, whom we 
sheltered from your soldiers, was running about, 
a little lad who could scarce speak plain. He 
was my companion ere I could walk ; he would 
carry me in his arms to see the ducks in the 
pond, fetch me the early primroses, rock me to 
sleep in the cradle which was placed for warmth 
by the big farmhouse fireplace. Think you, 
sir, those are memories one can ever Tdi-get? 
Think you I would suffer the man who was my 
playmate all those years ago to be imprisoned, 
hanged, while I could put out a hand to save 
-him? No, sir. Poor Tom’s no villain. And 
even if he were, I would not give him up, no, 
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nor the sons and brothers of the kind-hearted 
women who tended me in my childhood ! ” 

And Joan’s proud eyes flashed on him a look 
of passionate defiance, of noble enthusiasm, 
which for a moment struck him dumb. 

“Madam,” he said at last, almost humbly, 
“ ’tis very true we cannot look upon these men, 
nay, nor even upon these deeds, with the same 
eyes. I only pray that you will make allowance 
for my .point of view, as I do for yours ; and 
that you will suffer that we may be foes, 
if we must be foes, after the most indulgent 
manner.” 

Joan, who had suffered her attention to be 
diverted from her troublesome charges during 
her harangue, now perceived that they had 
wandered some distance away. She therefore 
curtsied hastily to the lieutenant, and saying 
briefly, but with a merry laugh, “ Ay, sir, we 
will be the most generous of foes ! ” she ran off 
to gather her flock together again. 

Tregenna would have liked to follow and 
help her in her task, but he hardly dared, after 
the reception he had met with at her hands. • 
Without being positively unfriendly, she had 
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been defiant, daring, audacious; she had let 
him see that there was a barrier between them 
which she, at least, regarded as insurmountable. 
And piqued more than ever, conscious that he 
admired her more than he had done before, 
Tregenna was obliged to turn reluctantly in 
the direction of the shore. 

October had come, bringing with it a suc- 
cession of misty evenings when the marshes 
,were covered with a low-lying cloud of whitish 
vapour, while a grey haze hung over sea and 
I ihore, making it difficult to keep a proper look- 
out for smuggling craft, and for the experienced 
and cunning natives in charge of them. 

Before Tregenna reached the creek where 
his boat was w^ting, the sun was going down 
red on his right, over the land, while on every 
side, but especially on the left, where the 
marshes lay, the grey mist was getting thicker, 
the outlines of tree and rock, cottage and 
passing ship more blurred and faint. 

He was but a few hundred yards from the 
creek when there came to his ears certain 
sounds, deadened and mtiffled by the fog, which 
woke him with a start to the sudden knowledge 
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that there was a conflict of some sort going 
on a little way off, in the direction of the 
marshes. 

Shouts, oaths, the sharp report of a pistol, 
followed by a duller sound like that of blows 
or the fall of a heavy body ; all these struck 
upon his ears as he ran, at the top of his speed, 
in the direction whence the noise came. 

It was at a point where the cliff dipped 
gradually, to rise again in one last frowning 
rock over the marshes beyond, that he came 
suddenly upon the combatants, and found, as 
he had expected, that he was in the midst of a 
fray between his own crew on the one hand 
and the smugglers on the other. 

As he came over the crest of the hill towards 
the combatants, and, drawing his sword, shouted 
to the smugglers to surrender, hoping they 
might think he was supported ' by an approach* 
iifg force behind, there arose out of the mist, 
from among the struggling, scuffling mass of 
cursing, fighting men, the figure of a lad, 
stalwart but supple, clothed in loose fisherman’s 
clothes and cap, and sifrmounted by a pale face) 
in which blazed a pair of steely grey eyes. 
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surrounded by a shoulder-length crop of raven- 
black hair. 

There was something so wild, so ferocious 
in the whole aspect of the lad, young as he 
was, that Tregenna watched him, even as he 
ran, with singular interest. 

Springing down the slope at a great pace, 
he drew his pistol, and pointed it at the lad, 
who was watching him intently with a lowering 
face. 

“ Surrender ! ” cried the lieutenant, as he 
ran. 

But, instead of answering, the lad, after 
waiting, motionless, for him to Come within 
range, suddenly leapt out from among the rest 
of the struggling men with a bound like an 
antelope, knocked up the pistol, and, with a 
savage cry, drew out a cutlass, and made a dash 
for Tregenna’s throat. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

AN UGLY CUSTOMER. 

Luckily for Tregenna, the ground was wet and 
slippery with the mist. As the lad flew at him, 
therefore, the force with which he knocked up 
the pistol in the lieutenant’s hand caused him 
to slip on the slimy ground. 

In a moment Tregenna had seized him by 
the wrist and flung him down. 

All this time the lad had not uttered a single 
word. The rest of the smugglers never ceased 
shouting and swearing as they fought, using 
their lungs quite as lustily as they did their 
arms and legs, and making a deafening din. 
But the pale boy never uttered a sound, even 
when he was flung down. He was up again 
in a second, attacked Tregenna again, and 
succeeded this time in inflicting a slight wound 
on his arm. But the lieutenant was ready with 
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his sword, and, just as the lad aimed a savage 
thrust at his breast, he parried It and returned 
it by a cut across the lad’s head, which brought 
the blood flowing in a blinding stream down 
the side of his face. 

At that moment the hand-to-hand fight 
caught the attention of the rest of the com- 
batants, who were struggling and scuffling in 
the tangle of gorse and bramble which choked 
up the dell at the bottom of the slope. 

And a second figure, as unlike as possible 
to the first, rose up out of the mUde, and came 
to help his young comrade. A giant he was, 
this loose-limbed, heavy-built sea-dog, with 
grizzled hair and coarse, sullen red face, who 
swore loud and deep as he came on, and made 
for Tregenna with a run, pistol in one hand and 
cutlass in the other. 

“ Hey, Jack ! Bill ! Up with ye, lads, and let 
the cursed hound have as good as he’s giv&n 
us ! 'Tis the lubber that shot poor Tom ! Up, 
lads!” 

Up started from the gorse bushes a fresh 
couple of ruffians, the one a long, lean, lanky 
fellow in corduroy breeches and an old rug- 
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coat, that had rather the air of a highwayman 
than of a son of the sea ; the other a little, 
pimply-faced rogue in loose jacket and slops, 
who carried a pipe in his mouth, and a bludgeon 
in one hand. ... 

This latter uttered a savage oath on per- 
ceiving who it was that they were to attack. 

“Tis the chief, the captain. Let’s cut his 
throat and carry him out, and hang him to’s 
own bowsprit, mates I ” cried he, in a hoarse 
rasping voice, as he swung his bludgeon round 
his head and dashed up the slope after his 
comrades. 

"Ay, that will we, and serve him well for 
his devotion to’s duty,” sang out the burly giant 
who led the attack. 

" Have at ’un ! Slash at ’un, Robin ! ” piped 
out the lean man, in a thin high voice that had 
a tone of unspeakable savagery in it. 

' Meanwhile, the lad, blinded by the blood 
that flowed from the wound in his head, had 
staggered aside, out of the, way of Tregenna 
and his new assailants. 

On they all came, quickly, eagerly, thirsting 
for revenge on the man who was, they con- 
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sidered, the leading spirit in the crusade carried 
on against their nefarious enterprises. But 
Tregenna did not flinch. He had the advantage 
of the ground, and his own men were within 
call. 

Planting his feet firmly in the soil, and grasp- 
ing his sword, to which ^he chose rather to trust 
than to his pistol, he shouted to his men in the 
bushes below, and dealt a swashing blow at 
the burly giant, whom he guessed to be the 
redoubtable “Robin Cursemother,” of whose 
exploits he had heard. 

Robin parried the blow with his cutlass, 
while the small man with the bludgeon, whom 
they addressed as Bill, came to his assistance 
*with a swinging blow, which would have felled 
the lieutenant to the earth had he not sprung 
aside just in time to avoid the full force of it. 

At the same moment the tall, thin man, 
whom they c^led “ Jack,*’ aimed at him a* bfow, 
with the butttend of the huge horse-pistol he 
carried in his belt, which made Tregenna reel. 

Luckily for him, his. own men had by this 
time seen him and reco^ized his peril. His 
arrival had made the numbers on both sides 
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more equal ; and the revenue-men, who had 
been getting the worst of it, took heart from 
the courageous stand he was making single- 
handed against the smugglers, and, racing up 
the slope in the rear of the assailants, diverted 
their attack. 

There ensued a short, sharp hand-to-hand 
conflict, in which the lieutenant found himself 
face to face with a fresh opponent in that very 
“ Ben the Blast ” whom he had met in such 
strange circamstances in front of the Frigate 
at Hurst some days before. 

Ben came up with the last batch, panting, 
roaring like a bull, his face and hands dyed 
with blood, his teeth set hard, and his eyes 
blood-shot and aflame. * 

“The damned lubber that J caught with 
Ann! I’ll settle him! Let me but get at 
him ! ” said he, furiously, as he came up. 
t By this time, however, Tregenna had 
gathered his men round him, so that they 
presented a strong front to the smugglers, who, 
being on lower ground than they, and some- 
what overmatched in skill, if not in strength, 
began to give way. 
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The lieutenant noted this, , and . presently 
gave the signal for a simultaneous rush. Down 
they came, driving the cursing smugglers like 
sheep before them over the rough, broken 
ground of the slope, until Ben the Blast 
stumbled and* fell over a stone, spraining his 
ankle in the /jail. 

He got up, turned once upon his foes, with 
a last vicious blow of his cutlass, which inflicted 
a nasty cut on the forearm of one of the 
revenue-men, and yelled out — 

“ Off, mates, off! Game’s played I ” 

Then there was a stampede. The smugglers 
threw away such weapons as they found cumber- 
some, and took to flight with ^ much vigour 
as they had shown in the fight. Making for 
the dell at the bottom, Ben the Blast, the lithe, 
pimply-faced Bill, and two others who w'crc 
evidently seamen, made for their boat, which, 
still half-full of th^ cargo they had been in the 
act of landing when they were disturbed by the 
revenue-men, was lying snug among the rocks 
in charge of a lad, 

V ■* . .**' "* ’’it*... ^ ' 

.The tall, thin man in the rug-coat, with 
the rest of his companions, went up the 

H 
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slope in a north-easterly direction, towards the 
road. 

As they were all far nimbler of foot over the 
ground, which they knew well, than were their 
opponents, Lieutenant Tregehna stopped the 
pursuit of the sfhugglers when h(| saw how fast 
they gained ground, and directed Jiis men to 
seize such of the contraband goods as were 
already landed. 

When, however, they reached in their turn 
the bottom of the dell, where they expected 
to find the booty, they discovered that it had all 
been safely removed, under cover of the mist, 
and of the excitement of the fight, and that the 
boat which had brought it had got out of sight 
also. 

In the mean time Tregenna had been looking, 
about him for the lad who had been the first 
to attack him, and whom he had himself, in 
sblf-defence, somewhat severely wounded. He 
felt something like admiration of the courage 
the boy had shown in attacking him single- 
handed, and was sincerely, anxious to learn 
whether the wound lie had been forced to 
inflict was likely to have lasting consequences. 
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In answer to the lieutenant’s questions, one 
of the men said that he had seen one man 
stagger down the slope some minutes before 
the conclusion of the struggle, in the direction 
of the shore. 

“ He looked, sir,” said the man, “ as if he’d 
had enough of it. He didn’t hardly fare to 
seem to know whither he was going." 

Tregenna went down towards the shore, 
trying to find some track which he might 
follow; but the mist and the darkness were 
creeping on together, and the traces of the 
conflict being on all sides, in trampled, blood- 
stained grass and roughened ground, he found 
nothing to guide his steps. 

But when he got down to the beach he was 
more fortunate. He found footmarks and little 
red spots on the broken sandstone rocks, and, 
following these indications, he came round* a 
jutting point of frowning cliff, to a c2Ve, 
partly hollowed out by the action of the 
sea, and partly by human hands, the walls 
of which were green with the slime left by 
the tides. 

Half in and half out of the cave, lying on 
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the shingle and broken rocks, lay the body of 
the lad of whom he was in search. 

It was with something like tenderness that 
Tregenna stooped, and, full; of dread that his 
own blow had killed him, raised the lad from 
the ground, turning him, arid looking into his 
white and livid face, with the half-dried blood 
making disfiguring patches on one side of it. 

For the first moment he thought the boy 
was dead ; but on further examination he found 
that the heart was still beating, and at the 
same moment the lad, who^had been in danger 
of suffocation from the fact that he had fallen 
face downwards, showed by a movement of the 
eyelids, and by a quivering of the muscles of 
the, mouth, that he was alive, and recovering. 

Tregenna cleansed hi^ face as well as he 
could from the blood ai^ sand with which it 
was disfigured. There^was no need to loosen 
hir Rothes, for his shir^ was open at the neck, 
confined only by a floWing neckerchief, which 
now hung wet and bedrlaggled on his breast. 

“ What cheer, mate/! ” cried Tregenna, as 
he supported the lad jjby the shoulders against 
his knee, and felt iiy his own pocket for the 
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flask he usually carried there, and which was 
as much a necessity of his adventurous life as 
the pistol at his belt or the sword at his side. 

The lad opened his eyes, stared at him for 
a moment dully, then with a gleam of return- 
ing consciousness. It was at that moment that 
Tregenna gut the flask of aqua vita to his 
lips. p 

“ Drink, |id, drink. Twill bring thy senses 
together. |.;nd fear not. We’ll not let a brave 
boy hang, ^iuggler though he may be ! Drink, 
and fear n^i. But take this warning, not to 
meddle with the affairs of lawless folk again.” 

Still the boy maintained the dead silence 
which had been such a strangely marked cha- 
racteristic of him during the fight. He gulped 
down the spirit put to his lips, and then sat, 
with his head bent upon his hand, as if still 
half stupid, either from the blow which h*ad 
wounded him or from consequent loss of blood. 

Tregenna thought there was something of 
despair in his attitude, and in the wild gaze 
with which he looked about him, staging first 
at the gray sea, the edge of which was like a 
roll of white vapour, and then at the frowning 
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cliff above him. He seemed to be listening 
for some voice, some footstep. 

“Come,” said the lieutenant, in a cheery 
tone, “ don’t lose thy spirit, boy ; thou 
showedst enough and to spare but an hour 
since. Thy comrades are gone, 'tis true, and 
thou art left alone. But, give but thy word 
to refrain from such company for the future, 
and I’ll pardon thee, and see thee on thy way, 
for the sake of the courage thou hast shown, 
ill as thy cause was.” 

Still the lad said nothing in answer. But 
he looked around J^jji^j'with returning intelli- 
gence, not at his captor indeed, but at every- 
thing else, and particularly at the cliffs, with 
their jutting points and scrubby growth of 
reed and flowering weed. 

Tregenna followed the direction of his eyes, 
but ^saw nothing in particular to attract his 
attention. But as he took a step away the lad 
suddenly sprang up, snatching up the lieu- 
tenant’s pistol, which he had deposited on the 
ground while tending, the wooded boy, and 
made for a point where the cliff was steepest 
and apparently most inaccessible. ■ 
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As soon as he reached it he placed his foot 
on a ledge of the rock, and, seizing a rope 
which was evidently well-known to him, began 
to climb up the face of the cliff with astounding 
agility, considering his recent dazed condition. 

Tregenna followed quickly. But the lad, 
who was by this time a good way up, drew 
up the end of the rope after him, and fastened 
it into a knot, so that it was far out of his 
pursuer’s reach. To attempt to climb the cliff 
without it was impossible ; and Tregenna could 
only stand and shake his fist at the lad in im- 
potent rage at the daring with which he had 
been again outwitted. 

But the lad’s impudence and audacity did 
not stop there. ’ The moment he reached the 
summit of the cliff, he dislodged a loose mass 
of earth and sandstone which was lying loose 
in one of the crevices at the edge, and, with a 
deft kicj#:, hurled it down upon his generous 
enemy below. , , , ^ 

Tregenna stepped back hastily, receiving 
thus only some fragments oCdust and earth 
•upon his head, instead of the heavy mass which 
had been intended for him. 
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And he swore to himself, as he turned away 
and made for his own boat, that he would 
never again be so soft-hearted as to spare one 
of these ruffians, who, even in early youth, 
were dead to every generous human feeling. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

REDE HALL. 

As Tregenna went quickly along the shore, 
he was not too well pleased to find that one 
of his own men had been a witness, at a little 
distance, of his discomfiture at the lad’s hands. 

The man indeed had a grin on his face when 
the lieutenant first caught sight of him, which 
changed to a look of supreme gravity when he 
caught his captain’s eye. He pulled his fore- 
lock, and said the boat was ready. 

“ I suppose you don’t know who that fellow 
is that’s got a'Way over the cliff ” said he, 
sharply. 

“ Oh, ay, sir, I know who he be well 
enough,” answered the man, promptly. “ He 
be Jem Bax, by what I’ve heard tell, I’m pretty 
sure.” 

“ Jem Bax ! That bit of a lad ! ” 
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“Ay, sir. And, by what I’ve heard tell, he 
be about the worst of the whole lot of ’em, old 
or young ! ” . , 

This certainly tallied with the experience 
Tregenna had had of the young ruffian, so he 
swallowed his annoyance* as well as he could, 
and, turning again to the man, said shortly — 

“ And it’s the old story, of course ? Nobody 
knows anything about him, or where he lives, 
or anything that could help to put us on his 
track ? ” 

The man appeared to glance about him 
cautiously, as if afraid that his reply might be 
overheard by some unseen person. Then he 
answered, in a low voice — 

“ Well, sir, they do say he’s to be heard of 
somewheres about Rede Hall.” 

“ Rede Hall ? ” echoed the lieutenant with 

, i 

irtterest 

For this was,’'^|P knew, the home of the 
artful Ann Price, of whose wiles he retained so 
vivid a remembrance. 

“ Ay, sir.” 

And then it crossed Tregenna’s mirid that 
this rascally lad must be some relation of Ann’s, 
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a younger brother, perhaps ; for, looking back 
to his impression of the boy’s palfe, set face, he 
seemed now to be able to trace a resemblance 
between his features and those of Ann, different 
as was the expression of the calm, homely 
woman from that of the fierce lad. 

It was clear, then, that Rede Hall must now 
be visited, and that in the first place a warrant 
must be obtained for the apprehension of such 
of the smugglers as he could identify ; for Jem 
Bax, Ben the Blast, Robin, nicknamed “ Curse- 
mother,” Bill, nicknamed “ Plunder,” and for 
one other, whom he could only describe as 
“Jack,” as there was, even among the cutter’s 
crew, a certain strange reluctance to give him 
any further name. 

When Tregenna called at Hurst Court to 
obtain the* warrants, in company with the 
brigadier, on the following morning, he fouifd 
himself in the midst of a very lively scene. 
The squire had given a breakfast to the 
members of the hunt, and the guests were 
trooping out of the house, and mounting their 
horses on the lawn in front 

The scarlet coats of the men gave a pretty 
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touch of bright colour to the scene; and the 
presence of ladies, in their silken skirts and 
velvet hoods, added brilliancy to the gathering. 
Behind the scattered groups on the grass, the 
white house and the red-brown trees on either 
side of it formed a picturesque background, 
throwing up the gay colours of the costumes 
in vivid relief. 

One figure, and one only, attracted Tregenna’s 
attention the moment he entered the gates. 
This was Joan Langney, who, in her plain 
Sunday gown of russet tabby, with a full black 
hood, looked,- he thought, a very queen of 
beauty among the more smartly dressed wives 
and daughters of the country squires. 

He let the brigadier pasis on alone up to the 
place where Squire Waldron was standing, and, 
dismounting from his horse, lingered a moment 
to pay his respects to Mistress Joan. He had 
al^ys the excuse to himself that she might be 
able to afford him some useful information. 

“Your servant, Miss Joan. ’Tis not ne^ssary 
to ask if you are well this morning.” 

“Your servant, Mr. Tregenria. I am quite 
well, I thank you,” replied Joan, with a curtsey. 
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It seemed to him there was in her brown 
eyes, as she looked quickly up and down again, 
a malicious suggestion that she had heard all 
about his unlucky encounter with the smugglers 
the day before. 

“You will bear me no good will to-day, Miss’ 
Joan, since I come to obtain a warrant against 
your friends the free-traders,” said he, per- 
ceiving that her glance wandered at once in 
the direction of the brigadier. 

“ I guessed as much, sir. Indeed, the doings 
yesterday put the village in an uproar. They 
say you had a brush with some of the boldest 
spirits about here } ” 

“ r faith, ’tis true, madam. I made acquaint- 
ance with Jem Bax, in particular, and I do e’en 
propose that, in return, he shall make acquaint- 
ance with the inside of a gaol.” 

At his mention the name, Joan suddenly 
smiled, as if with an irresistible impulse to gr^at 
amusement. She pursed up her lips again in 
a moment, but Tregenna, much nettled, said 

. “ Doubtless, Miss J'oan, you have some kind- 
ness for that young knave dso, though he 
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played me the scurviest trick I have ever 
known.” 

And with that he proceeded to give her an 
account of his own compassion upon the lad, 
and of Jem’s ungrateful return. 

There was some satisfaction, however, in 
seeing how Joan took this recital. ‘ Her face 
clouded as she listened ; and when he ended, 
there were tears in her eyes. 

“ ’Twas infamous, sir, shameful, to treat you 
so, after what you had done,” cried she, with 
a heightened colour in her cheeks and the 
sparkle of indignation in her eyes. “And if 
they treat you like that again, I’ll be a turncoat 
myself, and do my best to help you against 

— J 

“You speak,” said Tregenna, with curiosity, 
“as if that bit of a lad were thp ringleader 
of the gang.” , 

^gain Joan shot at him a glance in which 
there was some amusement. But she answered 
demurely — 

“ He is old for his years, sif,j'| believe.” 

“ Well, Miss Joan, I shall tnink my experi- 
ence of yesterday worth the risk if it but 
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bring you to our side, tfie side of law and of 
justice.” 

By this time he saw that the brigadier had 
got the ear of the squire, and that he had turned 
to see why his companion had deserted him. 
Tregenna, therefore, with a low bow to Joan, re- 
mounted ahd rode across the grass to join hini. 

Squire Waldron, though by no means in the 
best of humours at this interruption to the 
serious business of fox-hunting, made out 
the warrants as desired by Tregenna and 
General Hambledon ; but he took care to 
twit them with their ill success against the 
smugglers, and with their failure to catch 
“ Gardener Tom." ' 

Tregenna took these reproaches modestly, 
but the brigadier blustered, and said that he 
was ready to be shot if he did not bring one 
or more of the ringleaders among the smuggler 
back to Rye with him that afternoon. * 
"And, gads my life, sir,” he went on with 
emphasis which made him purple in the face ; 
"but ril warrant me I’ll have it but with 
hjistress Ann, and make her give up this Jem 
Bax, if she’s harbouring him.’’ 
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The squire smiled a little, just as Joan had 
done at the mention of Jem’s name. And 
Tregenna was confirmed in his belief that the 
young ruffian 'Was a relation of Ann’s, and that 
she would put every possible obstacle in the 
way of his being given up. 

When General Hambledon and 'Tregenna 
came out of the house, where they had been 
shut up with the squire during the formal 
making out of the warrants, the lieutenant 
looked about in vain for Joan. Not only had 
she herself disappeared ; but Parson Langney, 
who had been prominent, with his jolly face 
and jolly voice, among the red-coated groups 
on the lawn, trotting about on his nag, and 
as eager for the sport as anybody. -^th^re, had 
taken his departure also. 

Tregenna pondered on this fact, which was 
the more strange, since not one other of the 
assembled guests was missing. But it was not 
until he and the general, and the score of 
mounted troopers who accompanied them, had 
traversed the village, forded the river, ridden the 
two miles to Rede Hall, and come in sight of that 
ancient dwelling, that the mystery was solved. 
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From the gates of the farmhouse, just as the 
soldiers came into view; - there issued Parson 
Langney on his nag, with his daughter Joan 
mounted on a pillion behind him. 

The brigadier saw no significance in this ; 
the parson was doing his rounds, that was all. 
But to Tregenna the incident bore a very 


different meaning. He jumped to the con- 
clusion that Joan had set off with her father to 
warn the inhabitants of Rede Hall of the visit 


which was in store for them ; and, on the 


instant, he decided that he and the brigadier 
would be as unsuccessful on this occasion as 


they had been hitherto. 

In the mean time. General Hambledon had 


caught sight of a lonely inn a little way off the 
road, and directed his way thither, with the 
very proper excus.e that in these places one 
could hear all the gossip arid pick up valuable 
information. ** 


Tregenna. ventured to make two suggestions 
— the one was that the sooner they got to the 
farmhouse the more likely they were to effect 
a . capture ; the other, that nobody about was 
likely to give information to them, since their 


I 



1 14 JOAN, THE CURATE. 

uniforms betrayed the sort of errand on which 
they had come. 

Of course he was overruled by the general ; 
and, a few minutes later, they found themselves 
at the bar of the rickety little timber erection, 
with its battered sign creaking from a tree on 
the opposite side of the road. " 

‘‘‘Tis a vastly pretty view you have from 
hence,” remarked the brigadier, in the course 
of yaking himself agreeable to the knot of 
drovers, labourers, and nondescript wanderers 
who stood within the inn doors, watching the 
soldiers. 

The landlord was the only person bold 
enough to answer the smart soldier — 

“ Ay, sir ; ’tis, as you say, a pretty view." 

“ What call you that building yonder ? Is’t 
a gentleman’s seat, or what ? ’’ 

»“Nay, sir, ’tis no gentleman’s seat now; 
though methinks I’ve heard j ’twas a con- 
siderable place once on a timei ,.*Tis but a 
farmhouse that they call Rede Hall.” 

“Rede Hall — eh.^ And what sort of folk 
are they that live there now ? 

“ ’Tis kept by an old farmer, sir, that lives 
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there with his wife, his son, and his daughter. 
They be quiet folks, sir, and I know nowt else 
about ’em,” said the landlord, who knew per- 
fectly well on what business the brigadier had 
come, as he remembered hearing of a similar 
expedition which had come that way not many 
days before. 

“ Quiet ! Ay, but they be main queer folks,” 
piped out an old man, who was enjoying his 
tankard of ale at the bar. “ The place has had 
a mighty odd name these long years past ; 
and they do say, sir, ’tis haunted. There was 
a wicked lord lived there in the orld toime, 
so they say, and he killed his wife by flaying 
her to death In what was once the chapel, and 
that now they call the Grey Barn.” 

“ Hey, man, them’s but idle tales,” said the 
landlord, quickly, 

“Ah doan't knaw that, Ah doan’t knaw that?” 
chimed in another man, taking up the running 
now that the first awe of the grand soldier had 
worn off. “ AhVe heeard the tale, too, and how 
they say he can’t rest in’s grave, but works 
with his flail in the Grey Barn o’ nights e’en 
pow. And for sure Ah’ve heeard myself most 
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fearsome noises, and seen a blue light a-burning 
like to none other I ever see afore, as AhVc 
crossed the bridge below there yonder o’ 
nights, when Ah’ve been late home wi’ my 
waggon.” 

“Ay, and Farmer Price, hisself, he’ve seen 
— summat. He’s told as much hisself,” said 
another man. " ’Tis a place I’d not care to 
sleep in while there was a hedge to lie under.” 

“Tales; naught but old wives’ tales!” said 
the landlord, imperturbably. “ The old lady 
would never ha’ lived all these years in the 
place if so be there was aught to be afeared on 
under yon honest roof.” 

The general opinion, however, seemed to be 
rather with the old man who had first spoken 
than with the landlord on this matter. And 
Tregenna felt more than ever convinced, .is 
they came away from the inn and crossed the 
stream by the little bridge that led to the farm- 
house, that this was the wasps’ nest to be 
smoked out. 

It was an ancient and picturesque pile of 
building, this Rede Hall, standing on the slope 
of a hill, and presenting to the view of the 
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visitors a long south side of red brick, in the 
Tudor style, in a state of indifferent repair, 
with a somewhat unkempt growth of ivy and 
other creepers hanging about it and almost 
choking a small door, of later date than the 
building, which was now the state entrance to 
the house. 

The grass-grown state of the narrow garden- 
path which led to this door betrayed the fact 
that visits of state to the occupants of Rede 
Hall were a great rarity. 

Beyond the main building, on the west side, 
was the Grey Barn, easily to be distinguished 
both by its colour and by the ecclesiastical 
character of the blocked-up windows, in some 
of which the tracery was still almost perfect. 
The roof, however, was now of thatch, well- 
grown with moss and grass, lichen and tufts of 
wall-flower; an^ the swallows built their nests 
under the eaves. 

On this side of the house was the farmyard, 
surrounded by a high sandstone wall ; and the 
space between the big barn and the dwelling 
was filled up by outbuildings, most of which 
were in a ruinous condition. 
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It was when they rode up to the common 
entrance of the farmhouse, which was on the 
east side of the house, that the visitors came 
to the most interesting and ancient part of the 
building. All this portion was built of sand- 
stone, mellow with age and weather. And a 
huge, massive porch, with a small lodge on one 
side and a room above, formed a fitting en- 
trance to what was now the farmhouse kitchen, 
but which had been, in old times, the hall of 
the mansion. 

i 

The door was open ; and when the brigadier 
and his young companion had dismounted from 
their horses and stood inside the porch, they 
had full opportunity to note the details of one 
of the most picturesque scenes it was possible 
to find, while the great bell clanged, and an 
old woman came slowly forward to receive 
them. ^ 

Anything more peaceful, more homely, more 
utterly irreconcilable with the notion of law- 
lessness and nefarious deeds than the room and 
its occupants presented it was impossible to 
imagine. 

At one end of the vast apartment, which was 
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some forty feet long, and broad ^nd lofty in 
proportion, a fire was built up on the iron dogs 
in the great open fireplace ; and an iron pot, 
hanging from a crane in the chimney, gave 
forth a savoury smell. 

Close by the fire, crouching in the warm^t 
corner of^ the oak settle, with her back to the 
light, sat a woman who never turned at the 
visitors’ approach. On the opposite side of 
the hearth, but well in the corner of the room, 
another woman, larged-boned and gaunt, with 
grey hair half-hidden by a large mob-cap, sat 
busy with her spinning-wheel. On his knees 
before the fire, with a mongrel dog on each 
side of him, was a withered and bent old 
man. 

These, and the old woman who came to the 
door to speak with the strangers, were all the 
occupants of the huge apartment. • 

Some other details Tregenna took in, such 
as the extreme cleanliness of the uneven red- 
tiled floor, of the long deal table at the north 
end of the room, of the yellow-washed, rough 
walls. He noted the brown-and-red earthen- 
ware vessels on the tall oak dresser, the hams 
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and bunches of herbs dangling from dark beams 
above. 

The next moment he was saluting the old 
dame, in answer to her respectful curtsey. 

A little, clean; bright-eyed woman she was, 
spotless as to cap cind apron, and as active 
as if the stick she carried were for ornament 
rather than use. Recognizing the brigadier 
with a smile, she dropped a curtsey to him, and 
asked his pleasure. 

“ Faith, dame, ’tis no pleasure brings us here, 
but rather the reverse ; since I have reason to 
think you played me false t’other day, and 
that you know more about those rascals the 
smugglers than you and Mistress Ann would 
have had me suppose ! " 

“Smugglers! Nay, sir, I know nought of 
them ! My good man and I have always kept 
ourselves from such folks, and brought up our 
childer ‘ in the same way. 'And if. you please, 
sir, you can search where you like, if that be 
your purpose, but you shall find no such villains 
here.” ' ' 

In spite of all he had heard, of all he knew, 
Tregenna was almost inclined to believe her; 
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for what could be more open, more honest, 
than this ‘manner of receiving them, with the 
door flung wide and this frank invitation to 
enter where they would ? The brigadier’s 
manner, however, was rather short with her. 

“ Let us hope it may prove as you say,” said 
he, as he beckoned his troopers to enter. “We 
have a warrant for certain of these fellows, 
ma’am, and we intend to search the place. 
But first I would speak with your daughter. 
Mistress Ann.” 

“Ah, sir, you’ll be sorry to see her so bad 
as she is ; for she’s been nigh out of her ^its 
with the toothache these two days and nig its. 
But she’ll speak with you, sir, I doubt not.” 
And the old woman led the way the whole 
length of the room, and pausing in front of 
the settle, cried, in a loud voice, “Ann, dost 
hear? ’Tis the soldier-gentleman that was so 
polite when he came hither last Friday se’nnight! 
Dost mind? Him that was so civil to thee, 
for all he came to look for Gardener Tom, 
and could not find him.” The old woman 
turned again to the brigadier, who was close 
behind, and added, with some irritation: “I 
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know not, sir, why ’tis always to us you come 
in your search for these evil-doers ! ” 

" We come, dame, where we’re most like to 
find them ! ” retorted the brigadier dryly, as he 
came clanking .up the tiled floor, and planted 
himself before the suffering Ann, “ And now, 
mistress, I’d be glad to have an explanation 
why you failed to come to Rye to see me, as 
you gave me your word, to put me on the 
trail of the smugglers.” 

Ann, whose face was bound up in a handker- 
chief, with a huge flannel bag against the right 
cheek, turned to him impatiently. 

“ Sir, I have been in no fit state for visiting, 
as you may judge by the size my face is 
swollen. I caught cold last market-day, and 
I have not left the house since. Pray, sir, 
make your search of the place, if that is your 
good pleasure, and leave me alone.” 

“ As you please. Mistress Ann. And I shall 
know what to do next if we fail to find the 
men,” replied the brigadier angrily, as he 
turned on his spurred heel, and clanked down 
the great room again. 

Ann turned to Tregenna, who had followed 
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modestly in the brigadier’s steps. “And pray, 
sir, what may you want here? ' Have you a 
warrant too?” 

“Nay, Mistress Ann, I would fain have put 
some questions to you had yo^ been in better 

health to answer them. As it is, I cannot 

■ 

trouble you now; I will come hither again 
at some more convenient season." 

“Nay, sir, there’s no time like the present,” 
retorted Ann in a tone of considerable irrita- 
tion ; “ask what questions you please.” ^ 

“ Well, then, I have heard talk that you have 
a barn that’s haunted, and I would be glad to 
know whether 'tis by spirits or by men.” 

“ Sure, the best way to answer that would 
be to see for yourself, sir,” retorted Ann, 
sharply. 

“Nay, there's^ a time for such apparitions, 
and that’s not noonday,” said Tregenna. ► 

“Come at what time you please, sir, and 
satisfy yourself by ear and eye.” 

“You mean that?” 

“ Faith, sir, I do.” 

And she turned her back upon him again, 
and crouched once more over the fire, swaying 
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backwards and forwards, with her hand to her’ 
swollen face. “ . 

Tregenna ,saw that shc '^as in pain, and 
made allowance for her irritation. He retreated 
to the other eod of the long apartment, and 
awaited the return of the soldiers, who were 
now engaged in making an exhaustive search 
of the premises. 

Not much to his surprise, they presently 
returned to the front of the porch, while the 
brigadier re-entered the room, hot, flushed, and 
in a very bad temper. 

They had hunted in every corner of the 
house, of the outbuildings, of the barns, but 
not a man was to be found. 

They took a very cold leave of the old 
farmer’s wife, and of the farmer himself, who 
came respectfully to the doo j;, to see them off. 
He was about seventy years of age, and almost 
childish,- and he obeyed mechanically his wife’s 
instructions to salute the visitors. 

When the party had ridden off, before the 
eyes of the old couple, ., and .,the last of the 
troopers’ horses had crossed the bridge over 
the stream at the bottom of the hill, Ann 
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Jiooked across, with a laugh, to the woman at 
the spinning-wheel. 

“’Twas lucky they were but men, Jack," 
said she, “or they’d have found out long since 
that, while thy wheel went round, there was 
nothing spun ! ” 

And the woman at the spinning-wheel rose 
to a full height of some six feet, took off the 
cap and the grey woman’s wig, and disclosed to 
view the sallow, thin face and mouse-coloured 
hair of “ Long Jack,” the smuggler. 
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The October sunshine was bright; there was 
a plecisant, bracing breeze coming from the 
sea ; the brown trees were at their prettiest, 
as they shed their showers of dead leaves at 
the lightest touch of the wind : yet the brigadier 
and Lieutenant Tregenna, as they rode side 
by side away from Rede Hall, noted none of 
these things : for to them the sky was lowering, 
and the wind whistled of failure and disap- 
pointment. 

-“Did you search the great barn?” asked 
Tregenna, interrupting a string of his com- 
panion's curses upon things in general and 
women in particular. 

“Ay, every corner of it,.an<J poked into 
every cranny,” answered Genewd Hambledon, 
morosely. “There was naught in the whole 
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place, but a couple of rusty ploughshares, a 
few sacks full of grain, and some lumber that 
we turned inside out in search of contraband 
goods. But no, sir, not so much as a keg of 
aqua vitis, or a quid of tobacco was there in 
any corner.” 

“They’re cunning folk,” said Tregenna, 
rather dismally. “ I have small faith in Mistress 
Ann’s toothache, for one thing.” 

“ Nay, why should she fain ? ” said the 
brigadier, quickly. “ The lass looked vastly 
ill, to my thinking. Had she been herself, I 
warrant we should have had some sport, at 
least; for I’ve found her ready with her tongue, 
and as full of jests as she is of tricks.” 

“ You think now that she’s a confederate of 
the smugglers ? ” 

“ Damme, it seems like it. Wherever one 
asks about these cattle, one hears talk of this 
Rede Hall, as if ’twere their head-quarters. 
The difficulty is to take the beggars unawares. 
They must have been prepared this morning. 
Odds life ! ” The general started violently as 
he uttered these “words, evidently struck by a 
pew idea, “The parson 1 He was at the 



128 JOAN, THE CURATE. 


squire’s this morning, when we went to get the 
warrants! It’s as like as not he’s friendly to 
the gang, like all the rest of them in these 
parts. Mayhap he guessed our errand, and 
was away to put them on their guard before 
we left the house! Eh, sir? What do you 
think about it ? " 

Tregenna was frowning gloomily. He was 
honest ; biting his lips, he made confession of 
his share in the mystery. 

“Ay, truly I fear so, and that I had a hand 
in bringing it about,” he admitted, somewhat 
shamefacedly. “ I had a few words to say to 
Mistress Joan, little thinking ” 

The general interrupted him, breaking out 
into a laugh and an oath at the Same time. 

“ Ay, you lads, there’s no keeping you away 
from the petticoats!” he said mockingly. 
“^Had you but held your tongue, and kept 
yohr mind on your duty instead of blinking 
into the eyes of a handsome lass, we might 
have surprised the villains, and not have come 
back with our tails between our legs, like the 
fools we look now ! ” 

“Sir,” retorted Tregenna, not angrily, but 
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still with spirit, “ I have but taken a leaf out 
of your own book. As you were tricked by 
Mistress Ann Price, so have I been befooled 
by Mistress Joan Langney. So that neither 
of us can in fairness reproach the other ! ” 

For a few moments the brigadier seemed 
inclined to resent the view taken of the case 
by the younger man. After a little reflection, 
however, and the finding of some relief in a 
flow of his favourite language, he allowed him- 
self to laugh shortly. 

“Well," grumbled he at last, “we can at 
least ease our minds by going straight to the 
parson’s house, and bestowing upon him our 
opinion of his conduct, and some advice as to 
the future. And thank the Lord he’s lost his 
run with the hounds to-day ! ’’ 

Lieutenant Tregennawas not likely to object 
to any proposal which promised to bring Ijiiw 
within speaking distance of Mistress Joan ; so 
they set their horses at a smart trot, and 
were back in 4 :he village without much loss of 
time. 

When they got to the Parsonage, it was the 
master himself who finswered their summons, 

K 
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with, they fancied, a rather guilty look on his 

face. . 

“ Can we speak a word with you, sir ? ” said 
the brigadier, in a short, dry tone. . “You know 
whence we come, as I think." 

“Ay, come in, come in. You are both 
hesytily welcome,” Said the vicar, pushing his 
wig to one side of his head, as his custom was 
when he was' troubled or perplexed. “You ,, 
shall taste of my daughter’s currant wine, and 
drink the health of his Majesty.” ** 

“'T would be more to the purpose, sir, with 
all thanks to you for your hospitality,” replied 
the brigadier, “ if you would assist his Majesty’s 
troops in the execution of their duty, instead 
of doing what you can to impede them.” 

How say you, sir? What mean you?” . 
retorted the parson sturdily, as he turned upon 
them, apparently glad to find that things had 
so quickly come to a crisis. 

He had led his visitors into the little dining- 
parlour, which was one-half of fhe lower part 
of what had once been a Jiall. The roof 
was low, and the beams Were roughly white- 
washed like the rest of the ceiling. A small 
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window, with latticed panes, was set in the 
thickness of the wall on the front side of the 
house. Opposite the door was the old wide 
hearth, the upper part filled with curiously 
carved woodwork, and a comfortable wooden 
armchair in the corner on each side. On the 
high sheff above were a couple of brass candle- 
sticks, each containing a tallow candle, in that 
time of rushlights quite a luxurious extrava- 
gance. On the oak dining-table in the middle 
of the room were the parson’s writing materials, 
his bunch of quills, round jar of ink, half a 
dozen rough sheets of paper, and a sand-box. 
And beside them was his pipe, just laid 
down. 

Two strips of carpet laid on the stone floor ; 
red window curtains; half a dozen solid. oak 
chairs with tapestry' seats, and a couple of 
ancient oak chests, completed the furniture *of 
the room, which yet had a comfortable and 
homely aspect. 

“What mean you by saying I impede his 
Majesty’s troops in the execution of their 
duty ? ” repeated Parson Langney, standing in 
all the pugnacious dignity of the church militant. 
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with his back to the fire, and his wig more on 
one side than ever. 

“You was in a mighty hurry, sir, this morn- 
ing, to get to Rede Hall before we could reach 
it with- the warrants we hold for the arrest of 
certain plunderers of his Majesty’s revenue,” 
blurted out the brigadier, planting one hand on 
his hip, and thumping the table with the other 
as he spoke. 

Parson Langney was no actor ; the expression 
which clouded his jolly face betrayed him. 

“Sir, I was at Rede Hall this morning, I 
admit,” said he, looking defiantly at the officer. 
“ But as for what I did there, you have no 
right to put such an interpretation as you do 
upon my visit.” 

“Do you deny, sir, that you mentioned we 
were on our way thither ? ” roared the brigadier. 

>^“1 deny, sir, that you have any right to put 
such questions to me,” retorted the parson quite 
as loudly. 

The gentlemen were both much heated ; and 
it began to look, as they advanced their excited 
faces nearer and nearer over the table, till the 
tails of their bob-wigs stuck up quivering in 
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the air, as if from mere words they would ere 
long come to blows. * 

When suddenly there appeared, in the door- 
way of the narrow little entrance to the kitchen 
which filled the corner beyond the fireplace,, a 
peacemaker in the shape of handsome Joan. 

She had evidently been engaged in some 
culinary occupation, for there were traces of 
flour still to be seen on her round arms, under 
the long black mittens wlvch she had hastily 
pulled on. She had exchanged the smart tabby 
gown of the mbrning for a homelier dress, over 
which her long white apron hung. Her pretty 
brown hair, without any cap, was rolled high 
above her white brow. Her face was pale and 
anxious, as she came quickly in and thrust one 
hand through her father’s arm. 

“ Let me answer him, father,” said she in a 
low voice. 

The general drew himself up, “Well, 
madam, and what have you to say ? ” said he, 
unconsciously softening his tone, as no man 
could help doing when addressing a creature 
so fair. i, 

“It was I, sir, who begged my father to 
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give up his hunting and to come to Rede Hall 
with me ; and if you have any fault to find with 
that action, 'tis I should bear the blame of it.” 

“ And pray, mistress, what need had you to 
go to the farm in such a monstrous hurry } " 

" That, sir, frankly I would rather not tell.” 

“ Ho, ho, ’tis told then ! ’Twas without 
doubt to put these rascals on their guard, and 
to enable them to get away ere we came up ! " 

Joan made no answer. 

“You can’t deny it, madam ! ^ Remember, 
we have already had proof of your sympathy 
with the ruffians, in that you let Gardener Tom 
escape from your house when you knew we 
were after him ! ” 

“Sir, there was a higher duty before us then, 
than that of aiding in the capture of a criminal. 
We would have done the same for you, had you 
been staying under our roof, ay, had you been 
accused of murder,” said the girl, with spirit. 

“Well said, my lass,” cried her father. 

But the brigadier’s ^chiyalry was not proof 
against the provocation he was Veceiving from 
this valiant a^4 outspoken young woman. He 
gave her ori^ angry look, gulped down the 
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words he dared not utter to her, and, turning 
hastily back to the parson, said shortly — 

“ This, sir, is no affair to discuss with ladies. 
Tis with you I would have my talk out, and 
’tis your explanation I wish to hear. The lady 
must pardon me, but this is an affair which 
touches my honour and my fame as a com- 
mander.” 

“ Go, my dear, go back to your work,” said 
her father, patting her hand affectionately, and 
giving her a nod of command. " Leave these 
gentlemen and me to settle this together.” 

Though with manifest reluctance, Joan 
obeyed, withdrawing her arm from her father’s 
with one tender glance in his face, and curt 
seying low to the visitors, with her eyes on 
the ground, ere retiring. 

No sooner was she gone back to the kitchen, 
than the two combatants began again the /)ld 
discussion, never getting much further wfth it 
— the one reproaching, accusing, the other 
evading, excusing. But they seemed perhaps 
a little calmer since that pleasant irruption of 
the sweet sex, even when the gentle presence 
was withdrawn. 
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So that .it presently seemed good to Lieu- 
tenant Tregenna to leave them to fight the 
matter out together, while he made the balance 
of parties even by beating a retreat to that 
end of the* room where the lady had disap- 
peared. The kitchen door was ajar, and, 
while the two elderly gentlemen were still 
banging the table and growing purple in the 
face, he took the liberty of peeping through 
the chink. The yellow-washed walls looked 
bright in the sunlight ; the deal table, scrubbed 
beautifully white, was quite a picturesque object 
with the great red earthenware dish lying upon 
it. The jugs on the walls, the metal utensils 
on the dresser, made a charming picture. So 
did die tabby cat, curled up ift one corner ; so, 
above all, did that particularly neat figure in 
the grey homespun frock, with the graceful 
arnjs and the clever hands, and with that 
delicious profile above it all. 

“I tell you, .sir, you are no better than a 
traitor to the king if you do not help his 
officers.” '' - 

“I tell you, sir, you don’t know what you 
are talking about ! ” 
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Thus the gentlemen jangled on ; but their 
bickering had become an unimportant incident 
to Tregenna. 

He made rather a nice picture himself in 
his smart uniform, with his well-powdered wig 
surmounting a handsome, clean-cut face, his. 
grey hawks’ eyes, now filled with the light of 
the young and ardent, his mouth softened by 
the suspicion of a smile. He held his sword 
with one hand, that its clanking should not 
startle her ; and his smart three-cornered hat 
was cocked jauntily under his arm. 

Suddenly she turned; and by this time he 
was half inside the kitchen door. Joan uttered 
a little cry ; and, as if taking it for an invitation), 
Tregenna hopped Jight in and came up to her. 

“Sir,” said she, “what business have you 
with me ? ” 

But she was not angry; she crossed her 
hands, one of :which held a rolling-pin, demurely 
in front of her, and looked down in a stately 
fashion, not at all disturbed at being discovered 
in the act of making a pudding, for those were 
domestic days. . 

“Much the sanie business, Miss Joan, that 
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the brigadier has with your father,” said 
Tregenna, “There is no pretetice, aS yOU 
know, betwixt you and me^ . W arc foes 
avowed, I ask you no questions . about your 
visit to the farm this morning, because I kmw 
what took you thither. Neither will you need 
to ask why I am going again^ to Rede Hall, 
to inquire into this mystery concerning the 
Grey Barn.” 

“You are going again ?”^ said Joan, with in- 
terest, in which he thought he detected f^ar alsp. 

“Yes. And I make no secret of .saying I 
am not going to be fooled by the innocent 
appearance of the place, I am going again 
and again, until I have cleared them all out, 
like wasps out of a hole. Mistress Ann Price 
and her confederates must find a fresh field for 
their practices r I swear they shall not continue 
ter carry them on in that part of the coast that 
is under my vigilance.” 

"And you do not fear to tell me this, 
believing, as you do, that I a^ in league with 
them myself?” , 

“’Tis for that reason I fell you, that you 
may warn them they must go." 
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“Why did you not tell Mistress Ann her- 
sdf ? ” asked Joan, with strange cjuletness. “If 
you think, as you say, she is concerned with 
the gang ? ’’ 

“ I will- tell her when I meet her next,” saij^ 
Tregenna, promptly, “ She has challenged 
me to go some night and find out for myself 
the truth of the tales the folk tell about the 

haunted barn. She ” 

But Joan interrupted him, with a sudden look 
of intense anxiety — 

“ She challenged you to go at night ? To 
the great barn ? ” 

“Ay, that she did. And I accepted her 
invitation.” 

“But you will not go! You must not! 

’Twould not be safe ” , 

Joan uttered the words with* great earnest- 
ness; bm stopped, blushing, when she had 
got so far. Tregenna took up her words— 
“Not safe! How mean you? Surely my 
safety is the last thing you would concern your- 
self with. ’Tis for the safety of these smuggling 
folk alone that you care,” 

Joan looked down, and said nothing. But 
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it was plain by the heaving of her breast and 
by her laboured breathing, that she was much 
agitated, 

" Is it not so. Miss Joan } ” 

“Nay, Mr. Tregenna, ’tis.not so. I would 
not have you come to harm. If you pursue 
those whom I have reason to hold in more 
esteem than you do, I know that ’tis but your 
duty you are doing.” 

“And ’tis in the performance of my duty 
that I must visit Rede Hall again.” 

“And I tell you again that you must not. 
Without saying aught against the people that 
live there, I know there are others that frequent 
that neighbourhood that would not scruple to 
set upon you, perhaps to kill you, for what 
you have done to their friends and confederates. 
No, Mr. Tregenna, if you go, go with your 
men, or with the general, but go not alone,*' 

“I thank you for your warning. But ’tis 
alone I must go. Surely you do not credit 
your friend Mistress Ann with any intention 
of luring me into a danger she must know of.” 

But to his surprise, Joan’s face clearly be- 
trayed that she did believe Ann Price capable 
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of such a proceeding. At least, this was what 
he read in her perturbed expression. 

“Ann is a strange creature," said she 
dubiously. “ She is a most loyal friend, 
but ” ' ' ■ , 

The pause which ensued was expressive. 

“ But a ’dangerous enemy. Is that what you 
would say ? " 

“ Maybe," said Joan, curtly. 

“ Well, I must risk what she can do ” 

“ Even though you know not how much that 
may be ? " 

“ Even then.’ 

There was another pause. 

“ When do you purpose going ? " asked Joan, 
suddenly. 

“Ah, that I may not tell you.” 

“ You trust me not, sir? You think I would 
betray you into the hands of them that would 
do you harm ? ” 

“Nay, I do not say that. I do not think 
that. But, as you keep your own counsel where 
these smugglers are concerned, so do I think 
it best to keep mine own.” 

Joan bowed her head proudly, as if in assent. 
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But she was not at her ease ; she glanced at 
him quickly, and he saw that there were tears 
in her dark eyes, whether of mortificdtioii, of 
sympathy, or of some other feeling, he could 
not tell. 

As they stood silent, he looking at her, and 
she turning towards the ivy-hung window, the 
voice of the vicar startled them both, as he 
called — 

“ Joan, where art thou, child ? ” 

“ Here, father,” cried she, as, with a rather 
startled, shamefaced look at Tregenna, she ran 
into the dining^arlour, followed more slowly 
by her companion. 

Neither of the young people had noticed, so 
much interested had they been in their own 
conversation, that the voices of the two gentle- 
men had gradually sunk to more friendly tones. 
Bjjt both were glad to see, on re-entering the 
room where they had left the disputants, that 
the battle of tongues was over, and that the 
general vms sitting by the fireside in an attitude 
indicative of a more friendly mood. 

And Joan was bidden to bring the currant 
wine, in which both the brigadier and Tregenn^ 
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pledged their host right heartily» whatever 
suspicions they might have as to the existence 
of a stronger li<][uor in the cellar. • 

They all spent a pleasant ten minutes over 
the wine and discreet small talk, and then the 
visitors took their leave. 

As the "brigadier shook hands with his host, 
‘•'Joan found an opportunity to exchange a few 
more words with the younger guest. 

“ Will you not take one last word of warn- 
ing, sir, and refrain from \isiling Rede Hall 
alone ? ” 

“ I fear I can give you no such promise, 
though I thank you for your kindness.” 

“ Which, nevertheless, you trust not. Fare- 
well then, sir ; for if you keep to your intention, 
I shall never .see you again alive.” 
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CHAPTER X. 

THE MYSTERY OF THE GREY BARN. 

It** was not without a chiHy feeling clown the 
marrow that Lieutenant Tregenna heard these 
last words, which Joan uttered quickly indeed, 
but with the most impressive earnestness, ere 
she turned her back upon the departing visitors 
and hastily re-entered tlie house. 

Far from causing him to waver in his deter- 
mination to get at the bottom of the mystery 
of Rede Hall and its occupants, Joan’s words 
did but make him more jinpatient for the 
adventure. He was ashamed of himself for 
certain doubts which would arise in his mind 
as to her good faith in giving him this warn- 
ing. He hated the thought of believing her 
treacherous ; but, at the same time, it was 
impossible^, to deny that her interest in the 
people he was pursuing was intensely strong. 
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so that it was pardonable to doubt whether 
her professed solicitude on his account was 
genuine. 

And yet he hesitated to admit the possibility 
of her playing him false. After all, he could 
make allowance for her feelings towards these 
people, among whom she had spent her child- 
hood, and from whom she had received kind- 
ness from her earliest years. Was there not 
something noble, rather than perverse, in her 
honest espousal of their cause, even in her 
defiance of law and order in the persons of him- 
self and the soldiers ? 

Tregenna, if the truth must be told, thought 
quite as much about Joan as he did about the 
important affairs, in which he was engaged. 
He decided to pay his visit to Rede Hall on 
the night of the following day. It was from 
no foolhardiness that he resolved to venture 
alone on this expedition ; it was from tKe 
certainty he felt that a sharp look-out would 
be kept, and that any attempt to bring a force 
against the place would be met by the same 
ignominious result as the visit of the morning. 

The following evening proved an admirable 

L 
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one for his purpose. It was dark ; it was wet ; 
it was gloomy. After leaving orders that a 
sharp look-out was to be kept for the smugglers, 

t 

to whom such a night was as propitious as 
it was to his own purpose, Tregenna went 
ashore, and started alone and on foot across 
the cliffs for Rede Hall. * 

He had taken care to procure a loose, rough 
countryman’s coat, waistcoat, and breeches, 
which disguised him very effectually, and which 
had the further advajitage of enabling him to 
conceal a brace of pistols and a cutlass, with 
which he thought it prudent to arm himself. 
A brown George wig and an enormous three- 
cornered hat, in a high state of shabbiness, 
completed his attire. And there was nothing 
but the spring)^ elastic walk of youth about 
him to betray that he was not some decent inn- 
keeper -or small farmer on a late trudge along 
th‘e lanes. 

He took a short cut, and was in sight of the 
hall in less than an hour. 

He had kept a careful watch to see that he 
was not observed or followed ; and he was 
quite sure, when he first saw the faint lights 
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of the farmhouse through the drizzling rain, 
that so far he had passed unsuspected and un- 
detected by such wayfarers as he had met on 
the road. 

Instead of going straight up to the hall, he 
walked along at the bottom of the hill, by the 
side of the streana, keeping his eyes upon the 
building. And it was with a strange excite- 
ment that he heard, when he had come well 
in sight of the grey barn, a dull sound, re- 
peated at intervals, like the noise of a descend- 
ing flail. 

At the same time he became aware of a 
faint and flickering light, which was just visible 
through certain slits and gaps in the boarding 
with which the original chapel windows of the 
barn had been filled up. 

There was not a living creature in sight, 
though the slight noises made by the anin>Hls 
in the farmyard came to Tregenna’s ears as^e 
went slowly and cautiously up the slope towards 
the barn. 

The wall was high, but easy to climb ; he 
crossed the straw of the yard quickly and with- 
out noise, while the muffled sounds from inside 



148 JOAN, THE CURATE. 

the barn grew louder and more distinct. It 
was not until he was close under the south 
wall of the barn that a hoarse murmur of men’s 
voices reached his ears, deadened, muffled, 
scarcely audible above the steady sound of 
blows. 

He looked about for some means of getting 
up to the level of the slits in the boarding of 
the windows, by which the barn now received 
ventilation and light. Only a sailor would 
have been able to avail himself of such means 
as he found. A bit of straggling creeper, that 
gave way under the touch of the foot ; part 
of a wooden drain-pipe rotten and broken ; the 
crevices between the rough stones : such were 
the footholds by which he was able to scramble 
up to the old east window ; and once at this 
level, he climbed by the help' of the stone 
tracery to the rose heading at the top, where 
there was a gap in the boarding large enough 
for him to see the interior of the barn from end 
to end. 

It was a weird sight that met his astonished 
eyes. By the flaring light of some half-dozen 
smoking torches, which threw a fantastic glare 
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upon the stone walls, upon the still perfect 
arcade at the base, upon fragments of arch and 
pillar, corbel and broken groin, a dozen men 
were at work upon the building of a boat 
some thirty feet long, which lay, like some 
huge sprawling creature, oh the floor below. 

Tregenna watched with fascinated eyes. He 
had heard of the secret ship-building yards, 
where the smuggling craft were manufactured, 
and whence they were drawn down to the sea 
on the farm waggons in the darkest hours of the 
night ; but no suspicion of the grey barn in 
connection with such doings had ever entered 
his head ; and it was clear that even the 
country folk had been kept out of the secret 

Clash ! clash ! upon his cars, iiv his place of 
vantage, came the sound of the driving in of 
the iron bolts. He saw the brawny bare arms 
of the men go up above their heads, hammer 
in hand, to come down with a thud upon'the 
ship’s groaning sides. He saw the great 
skeleton monster^, shiver under the blows ; 
heard the hoarse laugh, the muttered oaths, 
which the men, cautious even . at their toil, 
exchanged as they worked. And presently. 
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as he got used to the din,^ to the waving, 
smoking lights, to the.excitement of his strange 
position, he began S distinguish the words 
they uttered, and presently to discover that 
he himself was one of the subjects of their 
conversation. 

“ Curse me if I think the boat’ll ever swim, 
with all these eyes afore and behind us what 
we’ve got now ! ” cried one voice, which 
Tregenna knew that he had heard before. 

It was a difficult matter to recognize faces 
and figures so much foreshortened as they were 
from the lofty perch he occupied : but he 
presently perceived that the speaker was the 
little mean-looking man with, the pimply face, 
who had taken part in the last fray, and who 
was known as “ Bill Plunder.” 

“Ods rabbit it! What matters the eyes?” 
sang out the burly giant, Robin Cursemother, 
as “he dealt a sounding blow on the head of the 
bolt he was driving in, “ There’s but one pair 
to signify, and we mean close them, don’t 
we, lads, so as they shan’t see, naught to hurt 
no more! 

Then up spoke a third man, who was seated 
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on a barrel in a corner, a pipe between his . 
lips, and holding a toj^ in one hand. He 
limped when he moved, ^nd Tregenna guessed 
that this was the “ Gardener Tom ” whom he 
had himself wounded, and whom the parson 
and his daughter had sheltered under their roof. 
He was a young fellow of not more than five 
or six and twenty, well made and handsome, 
with an open, honest face and manly voice : a 
man too good for a smuggler, Tregenna decided. 

“Nay, the young officer does but his duty 
in running us down. And I don’t want to see 
no harm come to him, though 'twas he shot 
me through the leg. So we can but keep clear 
of him, ’tis all I want. Miss Jo&n 'ud be main 
sorry any harm should come to him ; and for 
her sake I’d have no hand in doing him a hurt.” 

“ Zoons, then we’ll do without thee, Tom, 
when we give the lubber his deserts ! ” ‘said 
Robin. “Though what you should wartt to 
spare him for I know not, since you’re sweet 
on Ann ; and 'tis ten chances to one she’ll turn 
sheep’s eyes upon him if we don’t settle his 
business while she’s hot against him, as she 
is now.” 
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“Ay, Tom,” said the mean-looking Bill, 
coming close up to him, and sniggering in his 
face, “ you’ve already %ot Ben to settle with ; 
you don’t want no more rivals, ^y lad. You’d 
best let us do her bidding, and carry him off 
and let him down the monks’ well, when he 
shows his nose up here again ! ” 

“ I won’t have no hand in it, mates,” said 
Tom, stubbornly. “ I don’t mind a fight, man 
to man ; I like it when my blood’s up. But to 
land a man over the head when he’s alone, 
and to bind him when he’s dazed and can’t do 
naught to defend hisself, why, that’s no work 
for a man as- is a man, and it ain’t no work 
for me.” 

“ Odso, man, we’ll do as well without thee ! ” 
retorted Robin, wiping the sweat from his 
forehead with a huge red hand. ‘ 

"Ay, and better too !” piped out Bill. “ For 
thcife’ll be one less to share the plunder ; 
and ” 

He was interrupted by a roar of mocking 
laughter from all the men within hearing. 

" Ay, that’s Bill* Plunder, true to's name ! ’* 
cried one. "Never no blow gets struck but 
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what he’s thinking whether there's guineas to 
come out of it, or but a matter of shillings ! 
But there’ll be cursed tittle to take from a 
fellow that’s but a lieutenant ! ” 

“There’s his laced coat, and his sword, and 
maybe somat handsome by way of a pistol,” 
grumbled Bill, angrily. “Pickings worth having, 
any way, and that 'ud not find me too proud 
to tak ’em.’* 

“ Maybe you’ll not have the chance, Bill, 
after all,” said Tom. “Maybe the yoiing 
officer’ll know better nor to come.” 

“Not he!” retorted Bill. “He’s got the 
spirit, deuce take him. He’ll walk into the 
lion’s mouth, sure as a die. And it’s us that 
has to take care he don't walk out again.” 

“No fear o’ J;hat,” said Robin, with an oath. 

“What if he’should come quiet?” suggested 
Tom. 

“ Sneaking by like them king’s men do w?ten 
they’re after us?” cried Bill. “Dost think 
Ann won’t keep too good a look-out for him 
for that? No. If he conies with the red- 
coats, she’ll know long afore they be here, and 
they’ll find all taut as they did yesterday morn. 
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And if he comes alone, hVll walk in right 
enough ; but he’ll never walk 6^t no more ! " 

There was a hoarse laugh at this, which 
passed round the circle, as the men repealed 
the words the one to the other. And then, 
quite suddenly, there fell a silence upon 
them all.. 

Tregenna felt that his heart almost stopped 
beating; for he was under the impression, for 
the first moment, that he had been discovered. 
But the hush had hardly fallen upon the group 
below, when a faint tapping was heard upon 
one of the great doors of the barn. 

“ Ay, ay,” sang out Robin. And turning to 
the others, as he rested from nis hammering, 
he made a gesture to them, with his brawny 
arm, to put down their tools. “ They’re back,” 
said he, “back from the sho^, Down with 
the boat, mates, and let’s see what luck they’ve 
had!” 

Tregenna was furious on learning, as he did 
from these words, that on this very night there 
had been a smugglers’ raid carried out in his 
absence. . 

But he had little time lor reflection when 
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a strange thing happened in the great barn 
below. The men stood silent all round, each 
holding a rope, which he had hastily untied 
from a post driven into the ground. At a 
signal from Robin, who directed the proceed- 
ings, the boat was slowly lowered until she had 
sunk below the level of the floor into the 
ancient crypt beneath. 

For one moment the torches flashed and 
flared, as the men looked down at the unfinished 
hull of their boat. Then, just as Tregenna was 
wondering why the soldiers had not taken up 
the flooring-boards to look beneath* them, he 
witnessed what he could not but confess was 
a very clever contrivance. A row of boardn 
were placed, side by side, on high trestles 
across the boat, at a distance of some five feet 
below the chaffel floor, which was then boarded 
over in the same way. On raising one* of 
these upper boards, therefore, a stranger wduld 
have seen l^e false floor below, with a rough 
canvas thrown down upon it, which would have 
looked, in the imperfect light of the barn, like 
the bare ground. 

So quickly, so quietly was this carried out, 
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that it took but a few minutes to transform the 
busy workshop into a bare, deserted place, 
when the men extinguished their torches and 
filed out quietly by the west door into the 
darkness and the drizzling rain. 

The last of them had gone; the great key 
had turned in the rusty lock ; and ’Tregenna 
was asking himself by which way it would be 
safest to descend, so that he might get away 
undetected by any of the smugglers, when he 
felt his left ankle gripped by a strong hand. 
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CHAPTER XL 

, IN THE lion’s mouth. 

It was impossible for Tregenna to see the face 
of the man who had seized him by the leg ; 
for his own body was thrust through the hole 
between the boards which filled up the great 
east window. 

He kicked out, however, with all his might ; 
and after a silent struggle of a few moments' 
duration, he managed to get rid of his assailant : 
and the next minute he heard him drop with 
a thud to the ground. 

Tregeritia saw on the left the smouldering 
torch of one of the men who had been at work 
inside the barn : he dared not, therefore, get 
down and cross the farmyard. Having with- 
drawn his shoulders from the Hole, in which he 
had wedged himself, he saw that the roof of 
the nearest outhouse was only some four feet 
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away. He cpntrived, by a risky spring, to 
reach the thatch; and then it was easy to 
cross by the roofs of the outhousies to an open 
window of the farmhouse, through which he 
peeped. , 

It was dark outside, with the rain-clouds and 
the falling drizzle ; it was ’pitch-dark within, so 
that he could not even tell Whether the window 
opened from a room or a passage. He listened ; 
but at first there was nothing to be heard but 
the wind among the tree-tops on the hill above, 
and the sound of the tread of footsteps in the 
soft straw of the farmyard. 

Presently'there was a stifled laugh, a murmur 
of rough voices, and then the tramp of horses’ 
hoofs coming nearer and nearer along the road. 
Then there was a low whistle, , which was 
answered by a voice close to where he stood 
under the window. 

The men from the barn had gone out to 
meet their comrades returning from the raid. 

On an instant the place seemed to be alive 
with unseen creatures, whispering, laughing, 
singing softly. Sheltered from observation 
from below, for the present at least, Tregenna 
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crouched down” in. the "thatch/ and wondered 
how long he would be safe from his late 
assailant. The next moment he saw a head 
appear above the eaves of one of the outhouses. 

There was only ’ ’one thing to be done, and 
he did it. Springing erect, hQ» clutched at 
the sill of the open window, drew himself up 
to it, got inside, and closed it fast. Just as 
he secured the latch he saw, dimly indeed, but 
unmistakably, the. figure of a rough-looking 
countryman on the roof outside. The closed 
window, however, baffled the fellow, for he 
went on crawling about over the thatch without 
any suspicion of the way by which his prey had 
escaped him. 

Tregenna fancied, as he watched from behind 
the security of the latticed window, that he 
recognized in the fellow a rough-looking lad 
whom he had seen at work in the Parsonage 
garden. » 

The question now was, having got safely 
into the house, to get safely out again. 

He groped about him, found the opposite 
wall at a distance of some five or six feet, and 
soon discovered that he^ was in a porridor, 
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running along the back wall of the house. 
Following it, he came to a corner, where the 
corridor, now cutting through thd house to the 
front, with rooms on each side, led to a wide 
staircase with a handsome carved oak railing. 

• 

Here, however, he came to a standstill, not 
daring to go down. For the hall below led 
straight into the farmhouse kitchen, and there 
was no door. 

Tregenna caught sight of a couple of men 
who were busy rolling .spirit-kegs into a corner 
of the great room ; and he was prone on the 
floor on the instant, watching and listening. 
But though he heard plenty df noise, the 
entrance of the smugglers fresh from the raid, 
the greetings of their comrades from the Grey 
Barn, the rolling of barrels across the rough 
tiled floor, he saw no more. The outer door 
was out of his sight, and so was the fireplace ; 
and it was between door and fireplace that the 
movement of the company lay, ^ 

When he became sure of this fact, he stole 
softly down the staircase, which was entirely 
unlighted, and concealed himself behind the 
bend in the massive oak railing at the bottom. 
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By this time the noise of tongfues, of tramping 
feet, of the bringing in of heavy wares, had 
become so loud that he was not afraid of his 
footsteps on the bare boards being heard. 

As he. stepped down upon the stone flags 
pf the hall, the wavering light from the flaring 
torches in’the kitchen fell upon what was now 
the front-door of the house ; he took a step 
towards it, thinking that he might escape by 
this way. But it was fastened by a heavy 
padlock, so that egress in this direction was 
impossible. 

There was nothing to be clone but to remain 
in concealment, and to hope for a chance of 
escape when the occupants of the house should 
have dispersed and gone to rest. 

For the present he was safe ; and although 
he dared not advance far enough to see what 
was going on, his ears kept him pretty well 
informed of the course affairs were taking. • 

In the first place, he recognized among the 
new-comers three ^voices ; those of Ben the 
Blast, of Long Jack, and of Ann Price, who 
as he judged by the words she uttered and 
those addressed to her, must have been herself 
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with the raiders that night. They were jubilant 
over the skill with which they had evaded the 
kings men, who, it seemed, had not had a 
chance of coming up with them, 

“ 'Twas all owing to the luck of the capt’n’s 
being away ! ’’ said Ann’s voice, in a decisive, 
tone. “ That fellow’s the hardest nut we have 
to^crack. The soldiers don’t count ! ” she added 
contemptuously. 

“ Ay, but the question is, where was the 
capt’n, damn ’un ! ” retorted Ben the Blast, 
ferociously. " If so be you say you invited 
him hither, maybe he’s on’s w'ay now, and 
that’s how we missed ’un. Hey, Robin, have 
you seen any strangers about ? " 

Robin answered first with a characteristic 
curse. ► 

“If so be as I had seen him,” said he, 
savagely, “ there’d be naught for to trouble 
your head about him no more ! " 

“ Maybe, he’s gone up to the Parsonage ! ” 
suggested Tom, who had entered the kitchen 
from the porch during Ben’s speech, “ Folks say 
he alius has an eye to the Parsonage when he 
goes by, spying to see if Mistress Joan’s about,” 
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“He’ll get ho good by doing that!" cried 
Ann, sharply. “Miss Joan'lL never tell aught 
to harm us, for my mother’s sake ; ’twas she 
came herself to tell us, t’other day, that the 
red-coats were on^ their way hither.’’ 

. ’ “Ay,” said Tom, “but ’tis not for informa- 
tion ’gainst us the lieutenant hangs about the 
Parsonage. 'Tis for, Miss Joan’s bright eyes. 
I’m thinking.’’ 

“ Pshaw ! ’’ said Ann, contemptuously. 

“She’s a handsome, winsome lady,’’ went on 
Tom, “and all the gentlemen be raving mad 
about her shape and her fine eyes. So ’tis no 
such wonder if he’s struck, too.’’ 

“ Miss Joan’s well enough,” returned Ann, 
though in a rather grudging tone ; “ but I 
think the lieutenant’s got something better to 
do than run after a lass just now. Leastways, 
if he hasn’t, we can find him somethijjg !’’ &he 
added with acerbity. 

“Ho, ho, hoi That can we!" roared Ben 
the Blast, laughing lustily. 

In the midst of his mirth, in which the other 
men Joined, there was an interruption. Some 
one ran in panting, and apparently in sufficient 
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disorder to warrant a feeling of alarm among 
the rest. 

“Well, how now, Bill? What has frighted 
thee ? ” said Robin Cursemother ; and his 
companions added their questions to the pant- 
ing new-comer. 

At last, when there was a pause, he blurted 
out — 

“ There’s spies about, mates ; there’s eyes 
been a-watching us while we was at our work 
in the barn to-night ! ” Instantly there was a 
confusion of. tongues, so great that for a few 
moments he was allowed to get breath, while 
his companions pressed round him, with oaths 
and abrupt questionings When he was able 
to go on, he said, “’Twas a lad from the village 
yonder as told me, young Will Bramley, that 
lives down by the ma’shes, and works up at 
Parsonage.” 

‘♦Well!” 

“ Well, Oi caught ’un as he were a getting 
off the roof of the little shippen, and he got 
away, runnin’ as hard as he could towards the 
village yonder. But Oi come oop with him, 
and Oi says, says Oi, ‘ What be tha doing of ? ’ 
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says Oi. ' Tha’ve been spying,’ says Oi. Then 
says he : ‘ ’T’ain’t OI as have been spying, Bill 
Plunder,’ says he. And he told as how 'twere 
Miss Joan Langney as had sent him for to see 
if there was spies about the barn, and as how 
he’d caught hold of a man’s leg that was a-look- 
ing through the slit in the big barn winder 
to-night." 

As Bill Plunder uttered these words, a storm 
of curses and oaths burst from the listening 
smugglers. There was a movement, a stamping 
of feet, a rattling of weapons. And Tregenna, 
brave man though he was, felt the blood run 
cold in his veins, as he thought of the fate 
which would be his if he should fall into their 
hands that night. 

“ ’Twas the lieutenant, for sure ! Curses on 
him ! ’’ cried Ben the Blast, bringing his heavy 
heel dowm sharply on the tiled floor as he spdke. 
“And whither did he go? Answer that! 
Whither, I say, whither?” 

“That the lad didn’t know no more’n you 
do. He said as how he caught hold of the leg 
of the fellow that was spying, and as how he 
was flung off and “down to the ground. And 



i66 JOAN, THfi CURATE. 

as how he looked and looked, and searched 
and hunted, but couldn’t get not so much as a 
sight of him no more. And as how he dursn’t 
call to any of us, for fear as he should be caught 
for a spy hisself. That’s the lad’s tale, and Oi 
believe it’s the truth, for 'od's fish, Oi piade him 
tremble in’s shoes." 

‘‘ Why didst not bring him hither ? ’’ asked 
Robin, shortly. “We’d have knocked the 
truth out ofs maw, I’ll warrant! Which way 
did he go, blockhead ’’ 

“ ’Tis no matter for the boy ! ’’ cried Ben, in 
a voice of thunder. “ ’Tis for the man we 
must be looking! Do you, mates, search the 
yard and the shippens, while Ann and me’ 11 
do the bit of road, and the bushes in front 
yonder ! ’’ 

“ He’ll be gotten clear away by this," 
grumbled Gardener Tom. . 

“ Not he. 'Tis for spying he’s come, and 
he'd not go back so soon, and with all of us 
about, too. Nay, he’ll be on the premises still, 
somewheres, and, odds my life, we’ll make 
short work of him when we find him. We’ll 
tie him on the brown mare, and whip him till 
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he swoons, and then we’ll put his body down 
the Monks’ Well that lies t’other side of the 
hill yonder.’- 

Then the shrill, thin, whining voice of Long 
Jack broke in upon the thunder of the others. 
Almost sobbing, and speaking in accents of 
real terror, he said, thickly, and with uncertain 
intonation — 

“ How now, mates, how now } Best leave 
well alone. Besht leave well alone, Oi say, and 
may Heaven Almoighty pardon us what we’ve 
done this noight! It’s ill work is murder, and 
it’ll be murder if you come against him this 
noight.” 

Ben the Blast gave a contemptuous grunt. 
“ Ugh ! ” cried he, surlily; “ drop that snivelling, 
Jack! Thou are loike to a wolf with a knife 
in thy hand and thy blood up ; but no sooner 
art thou cold ^gain, than thy tears flow as* fast 
as thy liquor. Get thee to bed, mate, so \hou 
doesn’t loike the sound of our singing, nor of 
the tune \ye shall sing to.” 

But Long Jack, still sighing and moaning, 
got up and staggered down the room. Tre- 
genna, with his heart in his mouth, saw him 
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lurch towards the hall where he was in hiding. 
But Long Jack, who was unsteady on his legs, 
had but taken a few steps out of his right 
course, Bill Plunder ran after him, and fetched 
him back ; and the tall, lean, miserable-looking 
rascal and his small ferret-faced companion- 
went again out of sight together. 

They all trooped out quickly, leaving, as 
Tregenna knew by the lull, only Ben the 
Blast and Ann in the kitchen. They had 
taken some of the torches with them, too ; for 
the light had become very dim, even on the 
whitewashed lower walls ; while the great 
timbered roof overhead was now in pitchy 
blackness. 

There was a silence when Ben and Ann 
were alone together, after he had gone to the 
door and slammed it. Then she began to hum 
softly to herself. 

“*What art a-singing for.-*” asked Ben, 
gruffly. 

“To keep up my spirits maybe,” returned 
she, saucily. 

“Thou didst not need for to keep up thy 
spirits till latterly ; they was alius up,” said 
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Ben. “ What’s come to thee these last days? 
\jlt since what happened t’other day that 
•^hou’rt so down in the mouth? Is’t that thou 

j / 

/ivouldst like to be even with them that’s done 
( /thee so ill a turn — eh, lass ? ” 

j t 

/ . “ Ay, that would I,” answered Ann, savagely. 
“ I do thirst to pay back as good as I’ve been 
given. I’m hone of your soft ones, as you 
know, Ben." 

“ Odso, don’t Oi know it ? It’s why Oi loike 
thee, Ann. Give me a lass, says Oi, as can 
deal you a blow with her fist if she’s a mind, 
loike as you did t’other day, when Oi did but 
ask for a smack of the lips. The day yon 
cursed lieutenant tried to come atween us, you 
mind, Ann ? ” 

"Ay, I remember,” said Ann, who, with 
native intelligence, spoke much better than did 
any of her companions, and, indeed, nearly as 
well as the country gentlefolk. " I played the 
poor lad a neat trick, and left him to get back 
through the mud of the lanes as best he 
could.’’ 

“ Serve him roight, too ! ’’ retorted Ben, 
roughly. " Oi should be main sorry to think 
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you had any sneaking loiking for a king’s man, 
Ann ; a lass of spirit loike you ! ” 

“ I’ve no liking for anybody,” said Ann, 
impatiently; “but my own kin and my own 
kind. Liking, indeed ! What dost take me 
for, to speak as if I’d aught of a^ feeling of 
kindness for the young rascal that’s done more 
harm to us in a month than . the rest of the 
king’s men have in half a year ! ” 

“That’s roight, lass; spoke with spirit. 
Spoke loike my cousin, my good cousin, that’s 
to be my woife ! ” 

“ Time enough for talk of that, Ben, when 
we get the coast clear of the cutter’s men and 
the red-coats!” said Ann, shortly. “And now, 
let’s to our work ; ’tis for us to search the road 
for this young spark. ’Tis but a matter of 
form, though ; for he’ll be back to his ship 
IcJng ere this I ” 

*“ You think so.^” 

“ I’m sure on’t.” 

“ Still, you’ll have a hunt for him ? ” 

“Ay, and if I find him, I pray Heaven I 
may find him alone. I should like to settle 
accounts with him — ^by myself — dearly, dearly I ” 
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She spoke between her clenched teeth. And 
Ben laughed. 

“ Roight, Ann," said he. " Oi’ll hand him 
over if he comes my way. ’Odsfish ; Oi’d 
n^ver wish a man worse than to come your 
way while .you be in that humour ! ” 

“ I always have a mind to pay my own 
scores myself," said Ann, viciously. “So do 
you, Ben, Take to the right, down towards 
the bridge, whilst I search in the bushes in 
front, yonder. There’s many a hiding-place 
there the fellow might have chosen, if ’tis true 
that he’s still on the watch," 

“ Oons, Oi’ll not thwart thee. So here’s for 
the bridge. Thou’lt not give me a kiss before 
Oi go — eh, lass ? ’’ 

“Dost think I’m in the mood for kissing?" 
retorted Ann, sharply. 

And it was abundantly clear that she got nd 
of her too obtrusive admirer with the physical 
violence he professed to admire so much ; for 
Tregenna heard a sort of scuffling going on, and 
then Ben’s tread and his voice were heard no 
more ; but tlie door W£^ opened, letting in a rush 
of cold air, and then slammed with great force. 
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Ann did not at once follow her admirer to 
take up her own allotted share in the search 
for the spy. Tregenna heard her somewhat 
heavy tread in the great kitchen, as if she 
were slowly pacing up and down at the end. of 
the room near the fireplace. 

Should he disclose herself to her, to this enig- 
matical woman with the calm manner and the 
fierce heart ? Or should he wait and watch the 
course of events, hoping for a chance of escape ? 

As he put this question to himself, he heard 
a door open in the corridor above, and saw the 
glimmer of a rushlight reflected on the ceiling. 
The old woman who had received him and 
the brigadier on their previous visit to the 
farm had come out into the corridor, and was 
moving slowly towards the back of the house. 
In a few moments she returned with a much 
quicker step, and coming to the head of the 
staircase, called, in an anxious whisper — 

“ Ann ! ” 

From the kitchen, at that moment, there 
came the sound of the flinging down of some- 
thing heavy, with a noise that echoed in the 
old rafters above. 
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Ann ! ” repeated the old woman more 
shrilly. 

Ann’s voice had a muffled sound, as she 
answered, as if she were speaking from a great 
distance — 

, " Hey, mother, is’t you 

“Ay, lass. There’s summat wrong. I 
minded a while ago to have left the passage 
window open, with the rain coming in. And 
now I find it shut, and marks of a man’s tread 
on the floor here ! ” 

Ann’s answer rang out sharp and clear — 

“Right, mother. I’ll see to’t ! Go you 
back to bed ! ” 

The old woman lingered but for one instant, 
turning to the right and to the left the iron 
stand which held her rushlight. Naturally the 
feeble light showed her very little. The prints 
of muddy boots were continued down thb 
stairs, but she did not care to trace them out, 
feeling, probably, that such investigations might 
safely be left to the energetic Ann. 

With a grunt and a muttered grumble she re- 
treated into her own room, and Tregenna heard 
her draw the bolt on the inner side of the door. 
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He heard the click of a pistol which, as he 
imagined, the intrepid Ann was trying. But he 
felt that the moment for decisive action had 
come. He would not be discovered hiding 
behind the staircase like a thief., 

Coming out of his corner, therefore, he weat 
into the big kitchen, to present himself to the 
redoubtable Ann. 

The great hall looked a weird place, with 
the flickering of the log-fire and the glimmer 
of a dying torch for all illumination. Round 
about the wide hearth were piled bales of 
goods and kegs of spirits, while the table 
groaned under a weight of jugs and tank- 
ards, joints of beef, and long, flat home-made 
loaves, generous preparation for the smugglers’ 
supper. 

In front of the hearth and between the two 
wide oak settles there was a gaping chasm, 
aliole in the floor of which Tregenna was not 
long in guessing the meaning. The heavy 
.wooden lid, by day artfully concealed by a 
piece of rough matting, apparently placed 
there for the comfort of the old people who 
sat on each side, was now thrown back ; and 
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it was by this lid that the solitary occupant of 
the huge apartment was now standing. 

Although he was in part prepared for the 
discovery, Tregenna gave a slight start on 
finding himself face to face with this being. 

. For he saw before him not Ann Price the 
decent farmer’s daughter, with her neat cap 
and snow-white apron, her calm face and quiet 
manners ; but Jem Bax, the young smuggler, 
with the rough shock of .shoulder-length hair, 
the seaman’s breeches, and high boots, the 
loose shirt, open jacket, and flowing tie, with 
the pale set face, and fierce devil-may-care 
expression. 

And even now that he knew them to be one 
and the same person, he could hardly be sur- 
prised that he had not guessed the truth 
before. For, as there had seemed to be 
nothing masculine about Ann in her skirts 
and cap : so now in Jem Bax, in coat and 
breeches, he could sec no trace of the woman. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

SETTLING ACCOUNTS. 

When Tregenna came in, with his wide hat 
under his arm, and with the easy air of a casual 
caller, it was Ann who appeared more startled 
than he did. 

She had had one foot on the nearest settle, and 
had been engaged in priming one of her pistols. 
But on seeing the intruder she started erect, 
drew from her belt a second pistol, which was 
already charged, and levelled it at his head. 

It missed fire, however, ,and Tregenna 
s^iuntered up the room towards her, as if such 
a,trifle as the attempted discharge of a pistol 
at him were the greeting he was most accus- 
tomed to. 

“ Good evening. Mistress Ann,” said he, 
with a low bow, when he had come within half 
a dozen paces of her. 

She replied by a scowl, and by a muttered 
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whisper between her teeth of a very unfeminine 
kind. Nothing daunted, he still came on ; and 
knowing perfectly the artful character of his 
opponent, and profiting by her momentary con- 
fusion and annoyance at the failure of her 
weapon, he seized her by both wrists, forced 
her into a seat, and placed himself beside her, 
still firmly holding both her hands. 

“ Curse you ! What are you going to do to 
me ? ’’ 

“ Nothing but keep you quiet for a few 
minutes till I get a chance of getting away.”, 

She laughed scornfully. 

“You won’t get away. Not even if you kill 
me. We’ve got you fast this time.” 

.She glared at him, her face within a fool of 
his, with eyes full of passionate hate. 

“ In the mean time I’ve got you fast, for the 
moment, and I intend ” 

She interrupted him, breathing heavily, and 
almost snorting defiance. 

“To humble me, to humiliate me, to treat 
me as — as ” 

It was Tregenna’s turn to interrupt, which 
he did with a scorn as steady as her own. 

N 
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" As a woman ! Troth, no ! There’s nothing 
less likely, nothing less possible, I assure you. 
I intend to treat you — I am treating you — as 
Jem Bax the smuggler, as hardened a ruffian 
as I’ve ever met, as ferocious as a savage, and 
with naught of the other sex about him but the 
cunning and the meanness'! ” 

“ Meanness 1 ” 

She quailed under the word. For the first 
time she flinched, and her eyelids quivered. 

“Yes. ’Twould be vastly mean in a man to 
attempt to harm the enemy who had come 
to his succour, had promised to pardon him, 
to let him escape. In a woman ’twould be 
worse than meanness ; but what 'tis accounted 
by a creature of your sort, that’s neither honest 
man nor true woman, why, in sooth, I know 
not ! ” 

Again her grey eyes flashed a steely fire 
as they met his. There was a sudden touch 
of sex in the lowered eyelids, in the flush which 
came into her cheek, as she felt the young 
man’s gaze full upon her, saw , his handsome 
features so near her own. She drew a deep, 
shuddering breath, , and then said, in a fierce 
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whisper, turning away her head, and moving 
nervously under the touch of his strong 
hands — 

“ I care not to be helped, to be pardoned, 
by one who stands to me as a foe! ’Twas 
the first time I’d had a check, the first time 
I’d been hurt. % others — my comrades — 
might look at me askance, I thought, might 
treat me as a mere woman, despise me, when 
once they found me hurt, wounded, like one of 
themselves.” 

“ Still, you need not have let your feminine 
-spitefulncss carry you so far I ” 

" Feminine spitefulness I ” echoed she ; and 
she made a sudden, vain attempt to wrench 
her hands away. “ Pshaw, you don’t under* 
stand ! And in truth I did you no hurt.” 

“ ’Twas the fault of your feminine arm I ” 
retorted Tregenna. “ The intention was bad ; 
so, thank Heaven, was your aim I ” ** 

She clenched her teeth in rage and agony. 
Tregenna was interested, excited, in spite of 
himself, by this sudden revelation of the 
woman who looked upon herself as a sort 
of Joan of Arc, invulnerable, triumphant. 
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bringing good fortune to her friends and ill 
luck to her enemies. He began to understand 
the movement of impotent rage which had 
caused her to behave so ungenerously. And 
he saw,, too, that she now felt ashamed of her 
act of treachery, that she writhed beneath his 
taunts. 

“ Let me go,” cried she, suddenly. “ You — 
you Damn it, you hurt me ! ” 

Unfeminine as the reproach was, Trcgenna 
was not unaffected by it. Not a very lovely 
or lovable side of a woman’s nature was this 
that she was revealing to him ; but a woman's 
it was for all that. 

“Well,” said he, after a moment’s pause, “ 1 
will let you go.” 

“ You’ll trust me ? ” cried she, quite eagerly. 

“ No,” retorted he, coolly. “ I won’t trust 
you. But I can trust to my own limbs to hold 
my own in a struggle with you.” 

And he released her. She sprang up, drew 
back her shirt-sleeves, and looked at the red 
marks on her wrists. 

“I’m sorry if I hurt you,” said Tregenna. 

“So am not I,” retorted Ann. “I’ll show 
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these marks to my kinsmen, my comrades ; 
’twill spur their spirits to see I have been 
so used.” 

“ Egad, they need but little spurring ! And 
in truth you would do better, if you care for 
your kinsmen, to warn them to desist from their 
unlawful practices.'s^The king and the Govern- 
ment are alike resolved to put them down. A 
handful of men — and women — be they never 
so bold, can scarce hope to hold out long 
against such forces as they can bring.” 

Ann laughed derisively. 

“You know us not,” said she, disdainfully, 

“ if you think we can be cowed into submission 
either by red-coats on the land, or blue-jackets 
on the water. 'Tis in our blood to like the 
fight as well as the booty. There be spirits 
among us — and I own myself one of them — 
would care little for the cargo but for \he 
chance of a pistol-shot about our ears in the 
landing of it ! ” 

“ But one of these nights you may find the 
bullets whizz by a little too near, and see your 
lover shot down by your side.” 

Ann, who, conscious that Tregenna was 
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watching her narrowly, had disdainfully with- 
drawn to some little distance, and was pacing 
up and down, throwing from time to time a 
sidelong glance at him, turned, planted her feet 
firmly, and put her hands on her hips in a 
defiant manner. 

I « 

“My lover!” said she^'‘And pray who 
may he be ? ” 

“Well, I know not which is the favoured 
one,” said Tregenna. “ But I gather from what 
I have heard — overheard, that there are two 
who crave your favour : one Gardener Tom, 
a handsome lad, too good for his vile trade, 
and he they call Ben the Blast, for whom, truly, 
I feel no great liking." 

“ Well, then, sir, know this : little as your 
liking for him may be, 'tis greater than mine. 
And as for young Tom, why, in truth I shouUl 
be Sorry to see him fall, but ’twould be for his 
mother’s sake, and not for my own. As you 
said but some minutes since, l am ill-fitted to 
deal in such small \vares as kisses and caresses!” 

“Nay, I said not so, Mistress Ann.” 

“You said you looked riot upon me as upon 
a woman.” 
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“ But there be other men that do so look 


upon you." 

Ann came a little nearer, and smiled grimly. 

“Ay, there's your friend the general. He 
looked upon me with a most kindly eye. And 
there's young ^Master Bertram at Hurst Court, 
that craves a kiss-yrhcne’er he sees me. You 
cannot understand \heir taste, sir, doubtless ? 


I'or you a woman must have soft hands and 
black eyes, like Mistress Joan Langney?" 

There was^ something surprising in the sort 
of curious scorn with which she put these 
questions, as if interested, though somewhat 
disdainfully, in his answer. Tregenna, who 
was leaning back on the settle, as easily as 
if enjoying his rest in an inn' smiled a little. 

“Ay, truly I do not know where you would 
find a fairer specimen of womanhood than the 
vicar's daughter." • 

His face softened as he spoke. Ann canfe a 
few steps nearer to him, watching him with a 
slight frown.* 

“Yet she hath small liking for you. She is 
on our side, you know. *Twas she that watned 
us of your coming with the soldiers.” 
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“ She will no longer be on your side when 
she hears that you have murdered me, Mistress 
Ann.” 

" Murdered you ? " 

“ I understood that to be your intention.” 

“You take it coolly.” 

“ Tis as well to save my Iv^t till ’tis wanted.” 

" Maybe you don’t think I shall be as good 
as my word ? ” 

“ I have no reason to doubt that you can be 
as good as your word when you have promised 
to do something vile and mischievous ! ” 

Ann snorted with anger. 

“Yet you can admire a woman of spirit in 
the parson’s daughter ! ” 

“ Spirit ! Egad, it needs no spirit to call in 
half a score of your villainous confederates to 
make an end to one man.” 

Ann came up and planted herself before 
hint'. 

“ I wanted no confederates to help me with 
you. I did propose that task for myself,” said 
she, “ in return for the humbling you gave me 
t’other day in sight of all my friends." 

“Ay, so you did. But your pistol missed 
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fire, and I was too quick for you after- 
wards.” 

Even as he spoke his taunting words, he saw 
her hand go quickly, towards the cutlass she 
carried at her side. And he smiled as he 
.sprang up and changed his place to the other 
settle, thus putting the open trap-door to the 
cellar below between Fiimself and her. 

“ Come,” said she, frowning and tossing back 
her short hair like a fury, “you shall not say 
but I play you fair. Out with your sword 
and fight me again, as you did that day. Ii 
you get the best of it this time I’ll see you 
safe out of this, I give you my word.” 

Tregenna shook his head. 

“ I can neither take your word, nor fight 
you,” said he, lightly. 

“You have fought me before ! Did you 
find me such a contemptible foe ? ” • 

“No, indeed. But — I knew you not then 
for a woman.” ! , 

“Well, and you own me not for a woman 
now ! ” 

“Just top much of a woman for me to fight 
with you I will own you to be.” 
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“ Well, then, since you find me too much of 
a woman to be fought with, you shall find me 
woman enough to give me a kiss.” 

“Nay, madam, I would rather be excused 
from that mark of your favour also. A kiss 
may be given with the lips and a stab with the. 
hand at the same time.” 

“You shall make fast my hands, with this 
rope, sir, and then maybe you will be satisfied 
of my harmlessness.” 

“Nay, madam, ’twould take more than a 
rope to satisfy me of that!” retorted Tregenna. 

Ann laughed ; and he was surprised to note 
the change which had come over her counte- 
nance. This fierce creature, who but a moment 
ago had looked like a fiend with her glittering 
eyes and frowning brows, had been transformed, 
by a fresh gust of the passions which were so 
stfong in her, to a being gentle, mild, humble, 
and submissive ; and all the more dangerous on 
that account, • ' . 

“ You are hard to please, sir,” said she, in 
a low voice ; “ harder to please than any man 
I have ever met before ! ” , , 

And she gave him a steady glance of her 
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glowing eyes which w^ a fresh revelation as 
to her strongly emotional temperament. He 
began to understand the hold she got on the 
men she met, high and low, her equals and her 
superiors, as he noted the transformation from 
the bold and daring front of the young buccia- 
neer to the modest mien and diffident voice 
of the more gracious members of her sex. 

And he acknowledged to himself that the 
two sides to her nature gave her a fascination, 
an odd attractiveness, which made her a 
creature unique, unapproachable, dangerous. 

“I think, Mistress Joan,” said he, “’twould 
be better for us if you pleased us less easily.” 

She laughed again, showing her beautiful 
sound white teeth in a most winning mirthful- 
ness which seemed to be wholly without guile. 
Tregenna, however, was still cautious. The 
very fact that she now seemed to him to be 
handsome, whereas hitherto he had thought 
her features somewhat homely, was enough to 
put him on his gu^d. .■ 

“Nay, sifi I ain not the foul foe you imagine. 
You shall not fare ill at my hands, if Were 
but for the bold stand you haVe made gainst 
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me ! ” said she. “You shall pledge me in a 
cup of wine ; and you shall find it none the 
less invigorating that it has never paid duty ! ” 

The archness with which she spoke was 
charming, irresistible. Tregenna watched her 
with amusement, interest, admiration, as sh^ 
went to the table and poured but a full tankard 
from a flagon that stoo3' at one end of the 
board. She turned to bring it to him, with 
a grave, rough grace that was odd and subtly 
attractive, when there came on a sudden a 
succession of sharp raps on the door. 

Tregenna sprang to his feet, thinking that 
the smugglers were at hand. 

Ann put the tankard hurriedly down on the 
table, and bounding forward to the place where 
he stood beside the gaping hole in the floor, 
she gave him a sudden push which sent luni 
headlong into the cellar below, and shut down 
the trap-door. 



( 1^9 ) 


CHAPTER XIII. 

A LATUJ. VISITOR. 

Tregenna was so much taken by surprise by 
the. suddenness of the attack made upon him 
by Ann, that he did not realize her intention 
until he found himself lying on something which 
was luckily not very hard, on the cellar floor, in 
complete darkness. 

He had not had far to fall ; for the bales of 
silk which had been flung in from above were 
piled- high, and made, moreover, a more com- 
fortable resting-place than kegs of spirits would 
have done. * 

He floundered about in the darkness, with 
difficulty finding a footing, and wondered in 
what spirit Ann had rnad^ him thus a prisoner. 
Was it to shielii ' him from the attacks of her 
confederates? Or was it to prevent his finding 
an opportunity for escape , 
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This latter explanation seemed to him the 
more probable of the two. ' The woman was 
crafty,, passionate, not to be trusted ; and 
she had seized the first „ chance which pre- 
sentcd itself for putting him completely in her 
power. 

In the mean time, while *-ue recovered from 
the momentarily stupefymg effects of his fall, 
he could at first make out nothing of what was 
going on in the great kitchen above. A 
distant murmur, undoubtedly that of voices, 
did indeed reach his ears ; but it was not until 
he had been down there for some minutes that 
he heard heavy footsteps on the tiled floor 
above him, and was able to distinguish the 
voice of Ann, and then of the new-comer, 
whom, from his halting gait and from wl^t he 
could hear of his voice, he guessed to be 
Gardener Tom. . 

■ Tregenna piled the bales up together, 
mounted on them, and having thus brought 
his head near the level of the flpor, listened 
intently. 

The two speakers had by this time come to 
the hearth, and it was possible to distinguish 
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most of their words. Torti was displeased with 
her reception of himself, 

“ Well, Ann, 'twas no such easy matter for 
me to get up the hill to tell thee, and I reckoned 
for sure on a word of thanks, ’Tis well to be 

f 

prepared when visitors come so late ; and, as 
I tell thee, he’ll b 2 r“here in a few minutes.” 

“ ’Tis but the parson, maybe, called out to 
see some one that’s ill or dying.” 

“ Ay, maybe ’tis he, for ’tis a horse that may 
be his by the look of him. But it may be the 
lieutenant, come, to see what’s toward ; and, 
in that case, you’d do well to put those kegs 
out of sight, and to give warning to the lads to 
keep close till he’s gone.” 

There was a pause, Ann made no answer. 
By the angry tone in which Tom presently 
went on speaking, Tregenna guessed that she 
had smiled, or made some gesture which aroused 
the lover’s suspicions. 

“ Well, why dost thou not answer me ? Art 
so sure ’tis not^the lieutenant ;Hast seen him 
thyself? Ha^t-^” 

“ Nay, nay,*Toirti are they not all out yonder 
looking for him ? ” 
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"Ay, and maybe thou knowst whe?e he is 
all the toime ! Thou canst not always be 
trusted, Ann, e’en by thy own friends. And 
I’d not trust thee with a pretty fellow like yon 
lieutenant. Maybe you got rid of us- all that 
you moight have it out with him by yourself. 
Eh, lass, eh ? ” 

And Tregenna could ‘tell, by the sound of 
moving feet, that Tom was searching round 
the room. 

Ann, who was standing on the trap-door, 
laughed easily. 

"Jealous, eh, Tom? ’Tis late in the day, 
with me! First ’tis Ben the Blast, and now a 
king’s man I Hast no better opinion of thyself, 
Tom, than to think thou wouldst be ousted 
so easy ? ” 

"Oons, lass. I’ve a better opinion of my- 
sfelf than I have of thee, for such a thing 
as constancy I And for being ousted, as 
thou calls it, plague on me if I know I was 
ever in I ” 

" Come, now, Tom, han’t I always been 
kind to thee ? ” 

"Ay, when you wanted to get summat from 
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me. Other toimcs, I’ve to take thy kindness 
turn and turn about with Ben ! ” 

“ Fie on* you, Tom, fie on you.! Get you 
gone, and learn better manners than to speak 
to a woman so I ” 

. She gave him a push in the direction of the 
door ; but Tom v?!*s firm. Lame as he was, he 
managed to escape hhr, and came back to the 
trap-door over the hearth, where a slight noise, 
made by Tregenna in his endeavours to keep 
his footing on the bales in the dark, had caught 
his trained ears. 

He stooped quickly, and tried to raise the 
door. There was the sound of a scuffle, of a 
fall, and then Tom growled out — 

“ Now, by the Lord, Mistress Innocence, 
I’ve got you ! You’ve got some one in hiding 
below there, and ’tis the lieutenant, I’ll stake 
my loife I ” * *■ 

“ And what if ’twere ? ’’ retorted Ann, coolly. 

“ Dost think I want a lesson from thee how 
to treat folks.^ Canst not thou trust me to 
do the best for us all ? ” ' 

“ Most toimes, yes, Ann. But not where 
a handsome man’s in the business. Oh, lass, 
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I know thee ! Thou’rt a monstrous foine lass, 
and I love thee. But I wouldn’t trust thee 
with a fresh face top near thine, so ’twere as 

handsome a one as the lieutenant’s, d 

him!” 

“And canst thou not trust me to know how. 
to shut a man’s mouth, to sto^i his ears, to bind 
his hands ? ” hissed out' Ann, with her lips 
close to his ear and her voice low and earnest. 

“ Oons, no ! ” shouted Tom, with redoubled 
anger. “Not where thy fancy’s caught, as I 
do believe ’tis caught now! I believe thou 
wouldst let us all hang for him, while thy 
fancy lasted, and kill thyself for spite and grief 
afterward. That’s what I think of. thee, Ann 
Price, and oons 1 to save thee from that grief, 
and to save all our necks, I’m going to tell 
the rest of the lads who thy visitor is I ” 

‘ “ You would dare I ” 

But before the words were well out of her 
mouth, Gardener Tom, with a fierce oath, had 
flung down a heavy wooden chair to impede 
her steps, and swung out of the house at a 
gait which, considering his lameness, was a 
rapid one. 
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Ann dashed into th*e^ porch after him, but 
stopped short with a cry on finding herself face 
to face with a tall figure enveloped in a long, 
hooded riding-cloak. ^ 

“ Miss Joan ! ” cried she, in amazement. 

Joan, who was standing at the entrance of 
the porch, wiflT ner horse’s bridle on her arm, 
held out her hand ; ‘but she sighed as she did 
so, for she knew well the meaning of the attire 
Ann was wearing. 

“ I like not to see you in that dress, Ann,” 
said she. “ 'Tis bad enough for the men to 
be at these tricks ; but ’tis worse in a woman ! ” 
“You be grown mighty moral. Miss Joan ! ” 

“ Let me come in,” said her visitor, shortly. 
“ I have something to say to you.” 

And as she spoke, Joan made fast the horse’s 
bridle to an iron staple in the wall of the porch, 
and entered the great kitchen. *** 

“You have no one here ? ” she asked, as she 
glanced round the big room, and peered into 
the dim corners where the kegs were piled 
high 

“You see I have no one, Miss Joan,” 
..nswered Ann, In a somewhat constrained tone. 
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*' But you had better hasten, if you would not 
meet some of our rough folks ; they’ll be in 
here ere long.” 

“I know,” said ^ Joan. And she turned 
abruptly to meet Ann’s eyes, with a face full 
of anxiety. ‘‘They’re outside, searching the 
neighbourhood on all sides ; ‘ahd I can con- 
jecture for whom they searfch.” 

Ann looked down on the floor. 

“Come, Ann, I can trust you to tell me 
what I would fain know,” went on Joan, 
quickly. “ Lieutenant Tregenna — know you 
aught of him ? He said he should come hither, 
by your invitation,” 

“ Ay, and you were so anxious to know 
what I should do with him, that you sent a 
lad. Will Bramley, to be on the watch against 
his coming ! Bill, that they call ‘ Plunder,’ did 
*1fhSd the lad, and learnt his errand, ere he let 
him go back to you.” 

“ ’Tis true. I sent Will to see that he came 
to no harm. Even as I would not suffer the 
lieutenant to do harm to ybu or to poor Tom, 
for^yqur mother’s sake and for the sake of 
Tom’s IHndness when I w'as a child ; so would 
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not I have you do harm to him, since I know 
him for a brave man, and one that but docs 
his duty in pursuing you and your kindred.” 

“And ’tis for him you have taken this 
journey, by yourself, on a night like this ? 
Sure, Miss Joan, the lieutenant would feel 
flattered didhe' but know.” 

ft 

“I would do as much for any man, were it 
a matter of life or death, as 1 do truly think 
’tis in this case ! said Joan, with spirit. 

“ Ay, 'twill be death to him if he meets 
with Ben^ or with Tom, either!” said Ann, 
mockingly. 

“ Tom ! Oh, Tom would do him no harm 
if he did but know how much I care I ” burst 
out Joan, with sudden passion. 

There was a second’s pause ; and then Ann 
put her hands to her hips, and laughed long 
and loudly — ' 

“Ho — ho! How much you care! You 
have confessed,^ Miss Joan, you have con- 
fessed! To be sure you would not be so eager 
if the lieutenant were. pock-marked, and of the 
age of your father ! ” 

Her tone was so offensive that Joan, who 
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was accustomed to be treated by her with 
deference and respect, was not only hurtT>ut 
astonished. 

" I understand you not, Ann,’’ said she at 
last, with dignity. 

“Nay, Miss Joan, I should have thought • 
’twas as easy for you to understand me, as ’tis 
for me to understand you.' This young king’s 
man, being a pretty fellow, has taken your 
fancy, ’tis easy to see! Oh, blush not, Miss 
Joan : 'tis a common complaint you suffer from. 
The young ladies at Hurst Court feelj I warrant 
me, much as you do yourself o% this matter.” 

Joan’s answer was given modestly, but with 
some dignity. 

“ If I blush at your words, Ann, ’tis because 
of the tone in which you utter thejn,” she said, 
in a low voice, but so distinctly that cveiy 
“v^d reached Tregenna’s ears, as, indeed, they 
reached his heart also. “ ’Tis no shame to 
have a liking for a brave map : and if all the 
world has the same, there is the less reason 
for my concealing it.” 

“Well, ’tis a pity your lindness for him hath 
brought you so far, alone, and by night,” said 
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Ann, dryly. “ For ’tis a bad road you have to 
traverse on your way back, and none the safer 
for the rough fellows that are abroad, and that 
will be by this scarce sober enough to tell the 
parson’s daughter from a farm wench on her 
way back/rom market.” 

“ I can t^e‘ care of myself, Ann, I thank 
you,” answered Joan, coldly ; “so you will but 
give me your woM that Lieutenant Tregenna is 
not here to your knowledge. I’ll return at once.” 

There was a moment's pause. Tregenna, 
who heard the question, waited with interest 
for the answer. Ann gave it in solemn 
tones — 

“ He is not here.” 

“’Tis well, then. I’ll return.” She took a 
step towards the door, and then stopped. 
There was a sudden change to wistfulness in 
her tone which touched Tregenna to the qul£k 
when he heard her next words, “ Ann, should 
he be brought hither ; should your kinsmen 
find him and bring him to you, as I know they 
would do, you’ll — you’ll spare him, you’ll do 
him no hurt, for my sake, Ann, for the sake 
of what I have done for you ? ” 
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Again there was a pause. Then Ann 
answered, with a mocking laugh — 

“ Oh, he shall not be treated worse than his 
deserts. I’ll warrant you ! ” 

There was a bitterness in her tone which 
appalled both her hearers. Joan stepped- 
hurriedly back into the room,'T[nd cried, in a 
ringing voice — 

“Then, troth, Ann, I will riot leave this roof 
till your friends have come back ! ” 

“You had better go, Miss Joan,” retorted 
Ann, dryly. “My mates, and specially after 
a raid, are no companions for a gentlewoman.” 

“Nor are they to be trusted in' their treat- 
ment of a gentleman. So, faith, Ann, I will 
stay till I learn what has become of Lieutenant 
Tregenna.” 

The girl’s unseen hearer could contain hiin- 
no longer. He had at first thought that 
it would be safer for Joan tp return to her 
home in ignorance of his presence in the farm- 
house, But on hearing her express this brave 
resolution, he felt that there was nothing for 
it but to make his presence known to her. He, 
therefore, dealt three sounding blows on the 
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trap-door above his head with one of his 
pistols. The weight of the door was so gr^t, 
especially as Ann was still standing on it, that 
it did not move. But the noise he made 
arrested Joans attention, and aroused her 
•suspicion. 

■ What’s tlTat ? ” she cried, as she came 
nearer to Ann. 

The blows were repeated, and then Tre- 
genna’s voice, muffled but recognizable, reached 
her ears : 

“ Lift up this door, Mistress Ann. Let me 
out, or I’ll put a bullet through it.” 

And as he Sjpoke, he succeeded in raising 
the trap-door a couple of inches, and in thrust- 
ing the muzzle ' of his pistol through the 
aperture. 

Ann, with a muttered oath, raised the trap- 
door, and flung it back upon the settle. * ’ 

“ Out with you, then ! ” cried she, defiantly, 
as she planted herself a foot or so away from 
the chasm thus.^^made, and stared down upon 
him sullenly. “ Out with you, and off with 
y you ! And may the devil catch your heels ! ” 

/ Thus adjured," Tregenna proceeded to pile 
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up the bales of silk in order to reach the level 
of the kitchen floor. Joan, who was very white, 
and who had never uttered a sound since hear- 
ing his voice, came forward to help him. 

As she held out her firm^wjbite hand, he 
grasped it in his with a warm, strong pressure,- 
which brought the red blood 15 ack to her faqe. 
The next moment they ^frere standing side by 
side, and face to face with Ann, whose grey 
eyes flashed in diabolical anger as she looked 
at them. ,,> * 

Only for a moment. Recovering herself 
quickly, so that they might almost have fancied 
that the evil expression they had seen on her 
features was the effect of fancy only, she closed 
the trap-door, and threw herself on the nearest 
settle, with a loud burst of laughter; 

“Well done, well done, both of you ! ” cried 
SKe, as she clapped her hands in boisterous 
applause. “ Sure, ’twas as fine a comedy as 
ever was played up in London before the 
quality, to see Miss Joan’s facq^ when she heard 
your voice. Lieutenant." - ; 

While she laughed, Jotm in her turn was 
slowly recovering her self-possession. 
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“ ’Tis well, Ann, that it went not so far as 
to become tragedy rather than comedy,” she 
said, as she glanced hurriedly towards the door. 
Then pointing towards it with a hand that was 
scarcely steady, she said to Tregenna, " I beg, 
sir, you will mount my horse, that is waiting 
outside, and make the best of your way back 
to your vessel. Nay, fear not to leave me here. 
They’ll not harm me, as Ann will tell you.” 

" Miss Joan,” replied Tregenna, in a shaking 
voice, as he looked into her noble face with 
eyes in which his admiration and gratitude 
glowed like fire, “ I’d not leave you in this nest 
of rascaldom if I were to be torn in pieces for 
disobeying you.” 

‘‘You do not understand. I am safe here : 
you are not,” replied she, in a low voice, which 
scarcely reached the listening ears of Ann. 

“ It may be so, but I’ll not risk it I'll rttrt 
leave this house without you.” 

“ Leave it with me, then,” said Joan, making 
up her mind with promptitude. "You shall 
mount my horse, and I’ll ride behind.” And 
^ turning quickly to Ann, " Good night,” said 
^she somewhat coldly. 
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But she got no answer. Ann was watching 
them both with no very friendly eyes. Sitting 
on the edge of the great table, and looking 
again to the life the dare-devil buccaneer, as 
.she tossed her short hair, threw back her 
head, and swung one foot with great energy^ 
she waved one hand impatiently ,"^3 if to speed 
the departure of the lieiftenant and Joan, but 
uttered no word of farewell. 

Then Tregenna tried. Going back a step, 
he held out his hand. 

“Come, Mistress Ann,” said he, “I’ll not 
credit that you would have done me a hurt, 
here in your own house, however fierce a foe 
y6u might be in a hand-to-harid conflict outside. 
Let us part friends here, even if we meet , as 
antagonists hereafter.” 

For answer Ann put down her hands, one 
on each side of her, grasping the edge of the 
table ; and tilted herself backwards, laughing 
maliciously in his face. 

“ My friendship is of no account to you, sir,” 
said she, very slowly, in a low, deep, and full 
voice, “ at present. You shall have it, maybe, 
later.” 
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And she turned her head disdainfully in the 
direction of Joan, who was by this time in the 
doorway, and signified to him by a haughty 
bend of the head that he had better follow the 
young lady. - 

• Tregenna bowed and accepted the suggestion^ 
A minute ^ater he was on the back of the 
oapson’s bay horse, With Joan behind him, 
holding on by the belt round his waist. 
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CHAPTER XIV.- • 

C 

A PERILOUS RIDE. 

Although so much had passed since Joan’s 
arrival at the farmhouse, it had all taken place 
within the space of a few minutes. She her- 
self, and Ann and Tregenna, had all been at 
too great tension of the nerves to be dilatory 
either in speech or action, " ' 

When, therefore, Tregenna felt the touch of 
Joan’s hands on his belt, he saw, at the same 
moment, the figure of Gardener Tom at a very 
short distance away, between them and the 
bridge. He was going down the hill, pre- 
sumably in search of his comrades ; but his 
lameness prevented his getting along very fast. 

Tregenna was about to speak, when Joan 
uttered, very low in his ear, a warning 
“ Sh — sh,” and pointed upwards, in the direc- 
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tioji of a road that went past the/arm and over 
the hill behind it. 

Understanding without any words that she 
thought it prudent to return to Hurst by a 
different and less direct way than the road by. 
which they had come, he turned the horsey’s 
head at once in the direction she indicated. 

They rode for some* distance in silence. The 
drizzling rain had now almost ceased, and the 
moon was showing fitfully behind ragged, 
driving clouds. Their way lay at first along 
a very bad road, which had the merit of being 
open to the fields on either side, so that they 
were sure at least that they could not be 
attacked without warning. They thus re- 
mained for some time in sight of the farm- 
house ; but though Joan watched the building 
as well as she could in the feeble and fitful 
moonlight, she could make out no sign of aify 
creature stirring near it, until for a moment, 
as they neared the top of the hill, the moon 
shone out for an instant brightly on the valley 
at their feet. 

Then a low cry escaped het lips. 

“There is a horse coming out from the farm 
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stables," said she, “and going down the hill 
towards the .bridge. Ay, and there is a second 
and a third. But one of the three is mounted ; 
the others.^e led by the rider of the first." 

“Well,” said Tregenna, noticing the alarm 
in her tone. “ And what think you that por- 
tends ? ” 

“Why, ’tis that Ann has saddled them and 
is leading them forth, for what purpose, unless 
it be to attack us on our way to Hurst, I can- 
not imagine. I would now we had kept the 
straight, short road, and risked passing the 
searchers. Now I fear they may come up 
with us, since they will be mounted, and will 
lie in wait.” 

The suggestion was not a pleasant one. But 
Tregenna was at first rather incredulous. 

“Surely,” said he, “she would not have let 
uS go forth unmolested, if she had meant ill 
by us ! And they would not touch your father’s 
daughter, villains though they be. You and 
he are both too well known, and too much 
respected even by the wrong-doers.'* 

“Nay, sir, I fear you exaggerate our powers 
and our position. These men do truly show 
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US some respect, in return for my father’s 
labours among them. . Biit the lezist thing will 
turn them from kindness to savagery. And 
Ann is in that respect but little better than 
they, I fear.” 

. She is a most extraordinary woman ! ” 

“ You mfiy well say that. The more extra- 
■'rdinary, the more one knows of her. She 
can be as tender as a woman ought to be, as 
I have proved many a time, when I have be- 
sought her kindness for the poor and sick in 
her neighbourhood 'or in ours. But she can 
also be as fierce as the fiercest man, as you, 
sir, have, I believe, already proved.” 

“Ay, that have I. And truly I think her 
fierceness is more to be depended on than her 
kindness. She hates me for having, as she 
considers, humbled her in the fight t’other day. 
And I am much inclined to think she would 
never have suffered me to go forth from the 
farmhouse alive, had you not most happily 
come to my rescue.” ^ 

As he uttered these last words, in a tone 
which betrayed the depth of his feeling, he 
was conscious of a tremor which ran through 

p 
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Joan’s arms and communicated a thrill to his 
owrf frame. ^ ■ 

“You now see, sir,” said she, 'quickly, “that 
I did well to warn you against accepting her 
invitation to Rede Hall ! ” ^ 

“It was more than I deserved that you 
should concern yourself with nie and, my folly ! ” 
“Nay, sir, if ^twas a folly, I understand that 
you felt bound, in the exercise. of your duty, 
to commit it. But now that you have learnt 
so much of their secrets as you have done 
to-night, I greatly fear they will make a strong 
effort to make your knowledge of no avail. It 
was with that fear in my mind I did suggest 
we should go by a less direct way than the 
one by which we Came. You must now, sir, 
take that path to the left, and get down to the 
marsh, which we must cross on the way to the 
shore. Where will your boat be in waiting 
for you ? ” 

“Down in a little creek near the cliffs end. 
But I will not let you accompany me so far. 
I am but endangering your safety. Let me 
descend when we reach the foot of this hill. 
Trust me, I shall be able to reach the shore 
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without encountering the ‘ free-traders.’ And 
for your kindness I can never sufficiently thank 
you.” 

■ “ If you must thank me, sir, I must do some- 
thing to merit your thanks : I must see you 
in safety gji your own element,” replied Joan, 
IJ^htly. ^ , 

“ What ! And then returil alone to Hurst ? 
Nay, indeed. Miss Joan, I’ll not suffer that.” 

“ Then, sir, you must pass the night under 
my father’s roof. He will be pleased to have 
you. He was abroad when I left home, visit- 
ing a sick woman. But he will be home again 
by this, and will, I am sure, receive you with a 
hearty greeting.” 

“You are both all goodness, all kindness. I 
know not how to thank you ! ” 

His voice trembled, and when he had said 
these words there was silence between them! 

Prosaic as their conversation had been since 
they left the farmhouse, there was an under- 
current of d^ep feeling in both their hearts 
which lent a vivid interest to their common- 
place words. To Tregenna there was thrilling, 
sweetest music in every tone of the voice of 
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this young girl, who had exposed herself so 
undauntedly to danger in the determination 
to save him from the^ results of his own daring. 
While to Joan, careful as she was to speak 
stiffly and even coldly, there was a secret 
delight in the knowledge of the reaj^peril from ‘ 
which she had saved her handsome companion. 

He was, however, loth fo accept her invita- 
tion to stay at the Parsonage, fearing that 
he might, by so doing, bring the vengeance 
of the smugglers on the heads of both father 
and daughter. She made light of this fear ; 
but finally, at her urgent entreaties, he agreed 
to go home with her in the first place, and to 
take , Parspn Langney’s advice as to going 
further that night or not. 

Hardly had this been settled between the 
two young people, when the horse they rode 
pricked up his ears, rousing the attention of his 
riders. 

They had now left the open fields, and were 
passing through .a wild bit of country where 
knots of trees, well -grown hedges, and clumps 
of bramble made it difficult for them to see 
far in any direction, and formed, moreover, safe 
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hiding-places where an enemy might lie in 
ambush unperceived and unsuspected. 

In the distance, before them, a little to the 
left, lay the marshes, with the white vapour 
rolling over them from the sea. 

Tregenjia reined in the horse to reconnoitre. 
Trees on the right, a’ hedge on the left of the 
miry road. Not a living creature to be seen. 
In the copse, however, there was a rustling 
and crackling to be heard, which might be the 
result of the night-wind, or might not. 

“ Let us draw back,” said Joan, in a whi.sper, 
“and go straight down to the marsh and up to 
Hurst that way ! ” 

Tregenna assented, and was in the very act 

of turning the horse, when there was a shout, 

a hoarse cry, and a man sprang out from the 

copse : the next moment the lieutenant’s bridle 

was seized by Ben the Blast, who wa? no 

horseman, and who chose, therefore, to do his 
¥ 

part of the work on foot. At the very moment, 
however, that he sprang out from his ambush, 
a couple of horsemen appeared, the one behind, 
the other in front of Tregenna ; while a third, 
galloping up the road, joined his comrades, 
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and, presenting a pistol at the lieutenant, 
shouted to his comrades to shoot him down. 

The new-comer was Jack Price, whose tears 
and maudlin protests at the farmhouse had 
excited the derision of his comrades. 

“ Hold your hands!” shouted^ Tregenna 
back. “ Do you not see whom I have with 
me? There is none Here, I am very sure, 
would harm Parson Laiigney’s daughter ? ” 

' “Nay,” cried out one of the horsemen, 
whom, by the voice, Tregenna knew to be 
Tom; “we’ll not harm her. But thou shalt 
not shelter thyself behind a woman's petti- 
coats I ” 

But before he could finish his speech 
Tregenna had deftly disen|pged himself from 
the clasp of Joan's arms, and springing to the 
ground, struck Ben the Blast such a violent 
blow with the muzzle of one of his pistols that 
that burly ruffian released his hold on the 
horse’s bridle. Then, before any one had 
time to stop him, or even to realize his in- 
tention, Tregenna thrust the reins into Joan’s 
hands, and bidding her '‘Hold on I Ride 
on quickly ! ” gave the horse a smart cut which 
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sent him galloping forward clear away from the 
throng. 

Then, springing to the side of the road, he 
put his back against a tree, drew his cutlass, and 
prepared to make the best defence he could. 

Jack Price, with a fearful oath, rode at him, 
but missed his aim with the knife he held, and 
narrowly escaped being disimounted, as the 
horse swerved on nearing the tree. Robin 
Cursemother, who was one of the mounted 
ones, took warning by this, and swung himself 
off his horse. 

In truth, none of them were more efficient 
as horsemen than kegs of their own contraband 
spirits would have been; and Gardener Tom, 
who kept his saddle on account of his lame- 
ness, contented himself with a passive share 
in the business, by standing in the road with 
his pistol cocked, waiting for a chancer of 
aiming at Tregenna without risking the maim- 
ing of his own comrades. 

Meantime, however, Robin had attacked the 
lieutenant fiercely in front, while little mean- 
faced Bill Plunder, creeping through the brush- 
wood, struck at him from behind. , 
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Tregenna, thus attacked by the two, de- 
fended himself with vigour, and had dea^f an 
effective blow at Bill’s shoulder, when a strange 
diversion occurred. 

There was the sound of a galloping horse’s 
hoofs, of the splashing and churning up of the- 
mud and water in the road. The next moment 
Joan's horse devshed into the midst of the 
group, causing the animal Jack Price rode to 
start off at a smart pace ; and Joan herself, 
alighting in the very midst of the fray, made 
straight for Tregenna, heedless of the knives and 
pistols with which the smugglers were armed, 
and of the vile curses which assailed her ears. 

“ Go back, go back ! ’ cried he. 

“I’ll not go back!” retorted Joan, as she 
still came on, and daringly thrust aside the arm 
of Jack Price, who had by this time dismounted 
in his turn. “ I’ll not see you murdered before 
my eyes. If they will kill you, they shall kill 
me too I ” 

And she sprang through the group and 
reached Tregenna, while the smugglers, for the 
moment disconcerted, hung back and looked 
at her. 
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“And you, Tom, I'm amazed to sec you 
taking part in an attack like this, half a dozen 
men against one ! Oh, shame on you, shame ! ’’ 
cried she. 

Robin Cursemother recovered from his dis- 
comfiture before the others. 

“ 'Tis easy to talk ! ” said he, roughly. “ We 
mean no harm to you, mistress, but we have 
accounts to settle with this fellow, and that 
to-night. If so be he’s your friend, you should 
have taught him better manners than to inter- 
fere with us. So now, mistress, off with you, 
and leave him to us ! " 

But for answer Joan crept a step nearer to 
Tregenna, who touched her arm gently. 

“ Go, Miss Joan, go,” said he, earnestly. “ I 
can hold my own with these fellows, believe 
me ! ” 

“ Curse you ! You shall not bear that bbast 
away with you,” said Robin, fiercely. 

And he made a lunge at Tregenna. 

Joan uttered a faint cry as she caught sight 
of the gleaming knife in the smuggler’s hand, 
turned quickly, and flung her arms round 
Tregenna’s neck. 
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“ Off with you, away with you ! We’ll not 
touch you, mistress, but you must leave him 
to us!” cried Gardener Tom, reining in his 
horse behind the pair, and seizing Joan’s mount 
by the bridle. 

“Touch him if you dare I ” cried Joan, fiercely,- 
as she turned her head, panting, and looked full 
in Tom’s face. ‘ ' 

“Why, what call have you to tell us to let 
him go, mistress? He’s a stranger, he is, and 
naught to you I ” 

“Oons, mistress, if so be you can make 
out he’s aught to you, we’ll let him go!” 
roared Ben the Blast, in his thick, hoarse voice, 
which seemed to carry whiffs of sea-fog wher- 
ever he went, “Come, now, what is he to 
thee?” , 

For one moment Joan hesitated, while Tre- 
gertna in vain tried to disengage her arms, and 
whispered to her to go, to leave him. But she 
would pay no heed to his protests. In answer 
to Ben, her voice, after a moment’s pause, rang 
out clearly — 

“You will let him go, you say, if I tell you 
what he is to me? • Well, then, you must let 
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him go. For I tell you — he’s — he’s the man 
I love!” 

For a moment there fell a silence upon the 
rough men. There was something in the tones 
of the maidenly voice which reached even the 
hearts of the smugglers, and awed them for an 
instant into quietness. The horses stamped, 
splashing up the mud ; ’ the wind whistled in 
the trees ; but the men, for the space of a few 
seconds, were still as mice. 

Then Tom, the most easily moved, the least 
hardened amongst them, leaned down from his 
horse, and touched Tregenna, not ungently. on 
the shoulder — 

“ Off with you then, master, and get out of 
sight and out of hearing before we change 
our minds ! " said he, in a low and somewhat 
mocking voice. 

Tregenna took the hint. Lifting Joan «n 
to the saddle of her father’s horse, he swung 
himself into ft in a twinkling, and digging his 
heels into the animal’s flanks, urged him forward 
without a moment’s delay, in the direction of 
Hurst. 

There was an outbreak of oaths and curses, 
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bloodcurdling to hear. And a pistol was dis- 
charged after them, without, however, doing 
any harm. 

But luckily for the lieutenant and the lady, 
this incident had already bred a quarrel arnong 
the smugglers ; and before the fugitives wer-e 
out of earshot, they heard the unmistakable 
sounds of a conflict * which kept the “free- 
traders " occupied until Hurst was reached by 
the parson’s horse and his riders. 

Thfen, slackening his pace when they entered 
the straggling village street, Tregenna, whose 
heart was full, turned so that he might catch 
a glimpse of the face of his companion. They 
had ridden thus far in complete silence. 

“ What shall I say to you ? ’’ whispered he, 
in a vibrating voice, as he bent his head to 
be near hers. 

‘But the answer came back cold and clear, 
with a light laugh that chilled him to the soul : 

“What shall you say.? You had best say 
nothing, sir. I said what I did say but to save 
your life ! ” 
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THE smugglers’ SHIP. 

Tkegenna must have been harder than stone 
if he had not been stirred to the depths of his 
being by the courage and devotion shown on 
his behalf by the parson’s beautiful daughter. 

From the first moment of meeting her, when 
he had seen her winsome face and .sparkling 
eyes in the moonlight, on board his own vessel, 
he had been struck with admiration for her 
person, her modest, unaffected manners, her 
spirit, and her devotion. This feeling had 
grown with every meeting. So it was not 
wonderful that, on this evening, when she had 
braved such perils on his behalf, Joan should 
have inspired him with a passion exalted on 
the one hand, strong on the other, such as he 
had never believed it possible that he could 
feel for any woman. 
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All the greater, therefore, was his mortifica- 
tion, his sudden revulsion of feeling to despair, 
when she replied to his stammering attempt 
at thanks with mocking words, and a chilling 
laugh. . • 

It was some minutes before be recovered 
himself sufficiently to speak. By that time 
they had reached the lane that led from the 
end of the village street up to the Parsonage. 
As soon as the glimmering Ijght in the ivied 
window caught his eye, he said, in a tone which 
he tried to make as indifferent as her own, but 
in which it was easy to detect traces of the 
emotion from which he was suffering — 

“You will not suffer me to thank you for 
your goodness on my behalf, I trust your 
father may be more complaisant.” 

“ My father, sir, will make as much light of 
it as I do," replied Joan, ^as she relaxed her 
hold on her companion’s belt, and alighted in 
the mud of the lane. 

Parson Langney’s voice, hearty, cheery, but 
not without a touch of anxiety, rang out 
pleasantly, at this moment, upon their ears. 

“ Hey, Miss Madcap, is’t you ? By what 
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Nance told me, I had begun to , fear your 
wild expedition had turned out ill ! " . 

“ Nay, father, it has turned out very well ! ” 
cried she; .“for I have carried off Mr. Tre- 
genna from those that would have harmed 
him, and h^e thereby made him vastly civil ! ” 

“ Nay, sir, Miss Joan will not suffer my 
civility or my gratitude. She, who is so proud 
herself, will not allow me to acquit my own 
debt to her even by a word of thanks.” 

“Tut-tut, there is no need!” said the 
parson. ‘ 

“And the less, sir,” put in Joan, quickly, 
“since I own I had some hand in bringing 
about your discomfiture before, at the hands 
of the — h’m — ‘ free-traders.’ Father,” she went 
on quickly, turning to the vicar, “I’ll never 
do aught for Ann or her friends again I ’T was 
she put them on our track ; and^they had* a 
mind to murder Mr. Tregenna, I verily 
believe ! ” 

She was speaking very quickly, with a certain 
frivolous air which was tiew in her, and less 
becoming than her usual straightforward sim- 
plicity. Tregenna, who was ..too inexperienced 
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in the ways of women to understand the cause 
of this change in her, was hurt and grieved by 
it. He could not understand how strong her 
anxiety must be to try to efface from his mind 
the remembrance of her action in so boldly 
declaring to the smugglers that it was for love 
she protected him. 

Chagrined on the one hand, yet still shaken 
to the very depths by the adoration he felt for 
the beautiful girl whose touch he seemed still 
to feel on his breast, Tregenna stammered out 
again some hesitating words of' thanks, as he 
held out his hsind to Parson Langney, with a 
shy sidelong glance at his daughter. 

" I must hasten back to my ship,” said he. 
“ And in the morning I shall hope to pay my 
respects to you, ^and to induce Miss Joan to 
give me a better hearing than she will grant 
to-night.” * 

At these words, Joan, who had been moving 
restlessly from the horse to her father and back 
again, apparently unable to keep still one 
moment now that ,the tension of the evening’s 
events was over, became suddenly as motionless 
as a statue.. Then, in a voice which was as 
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earnest as a moment before it had been 
affectedly gay, she said quickly — . 

“ Father, bid Mr. Tregenna stay here till 
the morning. These fellows may still be on 
the watch for him.” 

• “ Sh — shj ” said her father, raising his hand 
to enforce silence. 

In the pause which followed, both Joan and 
Tregenna were aware of a loud, rumbling noise 
in the village street below, coming gradually 
nearer. And in a few minutes, during which 
they all stood, silent and wondering, without 
exchanging a word, they perceived a huge 
black mass, dim, shadowy, like some mammoth 
beast whose bulk makes rapid motion impossible, 
creeping slowly by in t^e obscurity of the trees 
at the bottom of the hill. 

Slow, phantom-like, it crept along, with no 
sound but the rumbling and creaking that had 
at first arrested the vicar’s attention. 

Tregenna, on the alert at once, would have 
descended the hill to find out what the monster 
was. But at a sign from his daughter. Parson 
Langney laid a restraining hand upon the young 
man’s arm. 


Q 
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“ What can you do — alone?** said he, warn- 
ingly. “ Keep your heart in your breast for 
to-night, at least. In the morning — why, you 
must do your duty. Come, a tankard will do 
yoti no harm. You shall drink ‘confusion to 
free-traders ’ if you will. And, egad, I’m in- 
clined, after what I've heard, to drink the same 
toast myself!” 

Tregenna agreed, anxious for another chance 
of a word with Joan. But he saw no more of 
her that night. Even while the vicar was 
giving this invitation, his daughter had slipped 
quietly into the house, and disa;ppeared for the 
night. 

This left Tregenna free to tell his host, 
over the nut-brown ale which the vicar poured 
out with loving hands, the whole story of 
the adventures of the evening. Astounded, 
efithralled, marvelling at his daughter’s courage, 
and furious at the smugglers* daring outrage, 
the vicar listened with all his ears. 

And when the young man’s tone grew lower, 
his eyes more passionate, as he declared his 
love and admiration for the girl who had risked 
so much for him, Parson Langney listened 
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sympathetically, and with tfears in his eyes, 
to the tale he had often indeed heard before, 
but never from such eager lips. 

" Ay, ay, she’s a good girl, a good girl, my 
bonnie Joan!” said he, in a tremulous voice, 

■ when Tre^enna paused. “You’re not the first 
that has come to me with this tale, sir, though 
you’re the first she’s shown such kindness to as 
she’s shown to you. But reckon not too much 
on that, I warn you. She’s not your ordinary 
lass, that minces and mouths, like the girls at 
Hurst Court we’re going to dine with to-morrow,” 
Tregenna made a mental note of this fact, and 
determined that he would be invited too. 
“And what she did and what she said she’d 
have done apd said for any other man in such a 
plight as yours, I doubt not ! But we’ll see, we’ll 
see. I’m in ho hurry to lose my Joan, I promise 
you, sir. The day must come when she’lF go 
forth from me as a bride ; but there’s time 

4 " 

enough for that, time enough for that I And I 
would not have you hope too much, though I 
do not bid you despair.” 

Tregenna was forced to be content with this 
vague encouragement, and with the comfort of 
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having unbu?^dened his heart to a sympathetic 
ear. It was not long before he took his leave, 
and having followed the vicar’s advice to concern 
himself for that night with nothing but his own 
safety, reached the boat in the creek without 
accident, and was soon on board the Sea-Gull. 

Next morning he Wcis early astir. He had 
already, on arriving on board, sent a trusty 
messenger to Rye, to beg the brigadier to lose 
no time in making a second expedition against 
Rede Hall ; he promised to meet him there, and 
to put him in possession of some facts he had 
learnt concerning its hiding-places. 

But although it was no later than nine o’clock 
*in the morning when he and General Hambledon 
met at the farmyard gates, they found that the 
smugglers had been beforehand with them. 

Not a man or a woman was to be found on 
the ‘premises ; not a cow or a horse ; not a pig 
or a hen. And though the trap-door to the 
cellar had been flung wide to assist them in their 
search, it was in vain they sought for the bales 
among which Tregenna had stood on the 
previous night. 

Not a keg or a bale was there in the whole 
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place, though they searched it f^oin garret to 
cellar ! 

The brigadier was ferociously facetious, taunt- 
ingly jocose. 

V Hey-day, Tregenna, I fear they gave thee 
’too niuchr.of their contraband aqua. vi tee, arid 
that it has bred visions in thy brain ! ” said he, 
with an ugly smile on his red face, and a vicious 
look in his eyes. He was in no very good 
humour with the young man for having outrun 
himself in zeal, and was at heart rather pleased 
that this expedition, designed by his rival, should 
have been as complete a failure as the last. 

“Well, at any rate, you see, General, that 
there was something wrong with the place, for 
them all to have deserted it like this," said the 
lieutenant, reasonably eviough. 

“ More like they have deserted it from fear of 
quarter-day!” retorted the brigadier. “’Ti’s a 
common thing enough, a flitting like to this, at 
such seasons I " 

“At least,” said Tregenna, who was hot and 
furious at this fresh rebuff, “you will find the 
ship under the barn-floor ! ” 

But even as he uttered the words, a chill 
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seized him as he remember,ed, in a fresh light, a 
mysterious 'incident of the previous evening. 
He was, therefore, more disgusted than sur- 
prised when, in searching the barn, the soldiers 
discovered that the flooring was indeed loose, as 
he had said, and that there was a crypt beneath : ' 
but that though there were traces of the cradle 
in which the smugglers’ boat had been hauled 
up and down, and some tools lying abovit in 
dark corners with logs and screws, ropes and 
mallets, the vessel itself had disappeared. 

Tregenna took almost in silence the taunts 
with which the brigadier now . saluted him. 
Leaving the soldiers to return to Rye, the young 
man, with a shrewd suspicion that the mammoth 
beast he had dimly seen crawling, through the 
village in the dark on the previous evening was 
the smugglers’ boat, resolved to try to track it 
to Its new resting-place. 

Such a weighty thing as the unfinished vessel, 
and the waggon or waggons on which it must 
have been removed, could not, he argued, but 
have left its mark on the roads it traversed. 

And so it proved. Following the deep 
wheelmarks which were easily discernible even 
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now in the mire of the Hurst road, he arrived 
at that village, went through it, still^t tracing the 
wheelmarks ; and finally, to his consternation, 
tracked the waggons to the stables of, Hurst 
Court. 

It was^ disconcerting discovery enough, but 
Tregaina, furious at the conspiracy thus formed 
against the representatives of laW and order, did 
not scruple to follow it up. It was evident that 
the hiding-place they had found for their vessel 
had been' looked upon by the smugglers as safe 
and sacred, for no steps had been taken to 
guard it. Tregenna opened the wide door of 
the coach-house; ^ind inside, as he had ex- 
pected, he saw the hull of the unfinished boat. 

Without a moment’s loss of time he went 
straight up to, the house, where he‘ fancied that 
the butler who admitted him looked at him 
askance, as if with some suspicion of his ermnd. 

The squire himself, however, while affecting 
the greatest astonishment and indignation on 
hearing that the smugglers’ boat had been 
placed in his stables, was evidently in a state of 
extreme trepidation as to the course Tregenna 
meant to pursue with regard to himself. 
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The lieutenant, however, thought it better to 

receive his assurances of innocence as if he 

> 

believed them, thinking that this would be a 
lesson strong enough to cure the squire of 
complicity with the smugglers. 

Squire Waldron was, of course, particularly • 
civil to his unwelcome guest,' pressing him to 
stay to dinner;* an invitation which Tregenna 
accepted at once, in the hope of meeting Joan, 
Then the squire made haste to rid himself 
of his guest by presenting him to the ladies in 
the rhusic-room, who again, as on a previous 
occasion, loaded him with hypocritical expres- 
sions of horror at the smugglers and their 
conduct. Certain rumours of the adventures of 
the previous evening had reached their ears 
from the Parsonage, and they all endeavoured 
to worm out of Tregenna the exact details of 
his visit to Rede Hall, and of Joan’s late ride. 

“They do say, you must know, dear Mr. 
Tregenna,” lisped one young lady, with a prim 
little ghost of a malicious smile, “that Joan 
Langney was so afraid you were gone to make 
love to Ann Price, who is reckoned a great 
beauty in these parts (though I’m sure I ha’n’t 
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a notion why), that she cantered after you on 
horseback ! ” 

“The forward thing!” cried Miss Lucy. 

“But maybe ’tis not true!” said Mrs. 
Waldron, inquisitively. 

“ Do, pray, tell us how ’twas, sir,” went bn 
Miss Alathea, playihg affectedly with her fan. 
“'Tis no breach of confidence; for you and 
she were seen, to return to the Parsonage to- 
gether, late in the evening. So ’twill make 
the best of a bad business to let us know the 
circumstances ! ” 

“ A bad business! ” echoed Tregenna, hotly. 
“Nay, madam, ’twas a very good business for 
me! Since, if Miss Joan had not been goo<l 
enough, knowing I was going thither, to ride 
to Rede Hall and release me from what was 
practically imprisonment at the hands of the 
scoundrels who infest that place, I should scarce 
have got hither alive ! ” 

The young ladies both went off into a series 
of little twittering shrieks, raising their hands 
and turning up their eyes towards the painted 
ceiling, with every mild expression of horror 
and affright. 
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“So she knem you was going thither!” 
chirped Miss Lucy, presently. “You are 
great friends at the Parsonage then, Mr. 
Tregenna.^” 

“ I hope I am, madam,” returned Tregenna, 
promptly. “For there’s no friendship in the' 
world I value more than that of Miss Joan 
and her father.” 

This prompt declaration seemed rather to 
damp the spirits of the two little pink-eyed 
girls, and they desisted from, their attacks in 
this direction ; and, having obtained his assur- 
ance that music was his passion, they proceeded 
to the harpsichord, and warbled monotonous 
little duets to him until the arrival of Parson 
Langney and his daughter brought a welcome 
relief from the infliction. 

Poor Tregenna, however, rather regretted 
that he had been so prompt in accepting the 
squire’s invitation, when he found how very 
frigid Miss Joan was to him. She made him 
a stately curtsey, with her eyelids lowered, and 
without taking any notice of his proffered hand. 
And when the parson, who had heard already 
of the doings of the morning, twitted Tregenna 
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about the escape of the smugglers, Joan joined 
heartily in his ironical comments, while the 
squire was not long in adding his taunts ; so 
that the young man found himself assailed on 
all sides, with no ally save the chirruping young 
Waldron 4 adies, whose advocacy irritated him 
more than did the attacks of Joan. 

So mortified was he, indeed, that when the 
ladies withdrew from the table, he felt that he 
could not bear the society of the other three 
gentlemen — his- host, Bertram Waldron, and 
the parson — any longer. He therefore made 
the excuse of his duties calling him away, and 
left them to their wine. 

Just as he was taking his three-cornered hat 
from the peg in thcv hall where it hung, he 
caught sight of one of the maids of the house, 
in her smart frilled cap and neat muslin ker- 
chief and apron, in a corner of the hall. 'On 
seeing him .she started and turned to go back, 
and this action arrested his attention, and caused 
him to look at her again. 

The first look made him start; the second 
made him stare ; the third caused him to* run 
lightly across the hall, and to seize her by the 
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apron as she tried to escape Into one of the 
rooms. 

“ Ann Price — masquerading as a housemaid, 
by all that’s audacious ! ” cried he, as they came 
face to face. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

A TRAITRESS. 

I'lXDiNG escape impossible, Ann turned and 
put a bold* face on the matter. Or rather, she 
turned indeed, and fac^d him, but with the 
same air of modest womanliness which he had 
before remarked in her when she wore her 
sex’s clothes — a manner which altered so com- 
pletely as soon as she assumed the costume of 
“Jem Bax." 

“ And what are you pleased to want with 
me, sir ? ’’ she asked respectfully, after the short 
silence which had followed Tregenna’s excla- 
mation. 

“Well, I want to know, in the first place, 
what you are doing here ? ” 

*' Sure, sir, there’s no harm in my taking a 
place as housemaid, now Pm turned out of my 
mother’s home by your pryings of last night’’ 
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“ ’Tis rather a bad thing for the squire and 
his lady,” said Tregenna, dryly, “to be harbour- 
ing any of your kin, Ann, more especially 
after my discovery in the coach-house this 
morning! -■ 

“ I am not here, sir, as a smuggler, but as 
a homeless farmer’s daughter,” returned Ann, 
in the same modest, even tone. “ I believe 
I am reckoned worth my salt with a broom in 
my hand, as well as in the dairy.” 

“Nay, nay, 'tis not for youf services with 
mop and churn they take you in, Ann, I know 
that,” said Tregenna. “You would have done 
best to keep out of my way a few days, after 
your doings of last night. 'Tis not your fault 
your rascally crew did not make an end to me, 
when you 'sent them in pursuit of me, as you 
did!” 

“ Nay, sir, if I did,” answered Ann, with a 
sudden change to a soft voice and a pleading 
manner, which had in it something strangely 
attractive, by reason of its unexpectedness, 
“ ’twas done in the heat of unreasoning passion, 
and without a thought of what grave conse- 
quences it might bring upon you. If they had 
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really harmed you, by my troth I would never 
have spoke to one of them again." 

“ A very fair explanation, to be sure ! ” said 
Tregenna, dryly. “ But ’twas well I had the 
luck to meet with a woman more womanly, to 
counteract the effects of- your solicitude on my 
account.” 

“You mean lyliss Joan," said Ann, in a very 
quiet tone, as she played with the corner of 
her apron, keeping her eyes fixed upon it all 
the time. ; " 

“ Whom should I mean but that most sweet 
woman ? ” cried Tregenna, with the more enthu- 
siasm that Ann was evidently displeased by 
his praise of the lady. “ Had it not been for 
her goodness, . I should most surely have been 
murdered last night, either by you or some one 
of your villainous confederates." 

“Nay, nay, sir, you would not,” returned 
Ann, earnestly. “ They would not have dared, 
I say, not * one of them, to do a hurt to 
one in whom — in whom" — her voice faltered 
a little, and she looked down, bending her 
head, so that- he could not see her face — “in 
whom I had an interest I ” 
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“An interest! Ay, truly, an interest so 
strong that, at first sight of me, you did show 
it at once by presenting a pistol at my head ! ” 

Ann suddenly raised her head, and looked 
into his face with a steadfast earnestness which 
could not but arrest his attention. In her grey 
eyes there was a strange light, in her, -whole 
manner a softness, both new and surprising. 
Even her voice seemed to have lost every trace 
of robust peasant harshness, and to have 
become tender and melting. 

“ Sir, sir, you don’t understand I How can I 
make you understand ? ” cried she passionately. 

Then, as he looked into her face with 
astonishment and curiosity, she suddenly turned, 
walked a few steps towards a door in the 
darkest part of the hall, and beckoned him to 
follow her. 

Come hither, sir, out into tha/air I " said 
she, in a low voice. “ I am stifling here ; 1 
want to feel the fresh wind on my face while 
I speak.” 

Her voice was full of strong emotion. Tre- 
genna paused an instant, suspecting treachery 
in the straijge woman ; b.ut she divined the 
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cause of his hesitation, and with a sudden 
change to fire and pride, she said — 

“You need not fear me. See, there is no 
ambush prepared for you ! ” And as she spoke, 
she threw open the door, and showed the way 
into the |;j.eautiful old garden behind the house. 

Tregegna followed her in silence as she went 
out, and took, without looking behind her, the 
path that led, through winding walks, and 
between quaint, stiff yew hedges, to the Italian 
garden. There a broad terrace, with a stone 
balustrade, led down to bright beds of late 
autumn flowers, still pretty and fragrant, though 
they w’ere growing tall and straggling at this 
late season, and were, in places, nipped with 
the early frosts of the coming winter. 

Ann stopped on the terrafce, and waited for 
Tregenna to come up to her. When he did so, 
she turned abruptly, and he was surprised 'to 
see that she was in tears. 

The discovery, in a woman of her fierce 
attributes, was startling, amazing; and Tre- 
genna was disconcerted by it. 

“You are astonished, I see, sir,” she began, 
in the same gentle voice that he had last heard 

R 
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from her, “to see a creature you have always 
looked upon as masculine and hard, with aught 
so feminine as a tear upon her face ! ” 

“Well, Miss Ann, I confess it, I am sur- 
prised. I thought you were made of stuff too 
stern for such weakness ! ” 

“ Did you but know more of me,” ,said she, 
sadly, “you would not think so. We are all, 
as you know, sir, made by our surroundings ; 
and see what mine have been! Brought up 
from my earliest childhood among rough folk, 
hearing of scenes that ’twould make your blood 
run cold to relate, what chance had I to grow 
into your soft and tender woman, that sits and 
smiles, and screams at sight of a spider ? ” 

“ But surely there’s a wide difference between 
screaming at a spider, on the one hand, and 
using the weapons, ay, and the oaths of a 
mkn, on the other ? ” 

At this reproach, Ann became suddenly red, 
and hung her head as if in shame. 

“Nay, sir, ’tis true,” said she, almost below 
her breath, “and I am shocked myself, when 
I have leisure to reflect on’t, at the work I do, 
and the words I utter, when my kinsmen have 
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stirred me up to fight their battles and to do 
the deeds thej^ demand of me ! ” 

“Nay, ’tis, I think, rather they that do the 
deeds you command. Jem Bax has the name 
of .being a leader on these occasions, and indeed 
• your o\itn words have confirmed this ! ’’ 

“’Tii^true I have thrown in my lot with 
them, hating myself the while ; but 'tis not true, 
sir, to say I have had aught but misery and 
wretchedness in the doing of these deeds. 
Does not your fine lady friend Miss Joan speak 
well of me ? Come, now, has she spoke never 
a good word for nie, in the discussions I doubt 
not you have had on these, matters ? ” 

“Yes, she says you can be kind and womanly, 
when you please ; that you are good to the 
poor and the sick; and that she has a kind 
of liking for you, besides that she feels for you 
as the daughter of one whom she remembers 
tender to her in her childhood.” 

Ann’s mobile face had grown, as she listened 
to this speech, as happy and soft as a child’s. 

“Ay, sir,” said she, “and ’tis the real Ann 
of whom she speaks, the natursd woman that 
si would fain always be ! ” 
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“Give up your dealings with these folk, 
then,” said Tregenna, eagerly, as^he sat on the 
balustrade, and looked at her with earnest 
eyes. “Listen to the promptings of your better 
nature, and in yielding to your own good in- 
stincts you will be helping not only yourself, ' 
but your kinsfolk out of harm! Repiember, 
you cannot fight for ever such forces as will 
•be brought against you and your lawless 
traffic. Yield then while there is a grace in 
yielding, and wait not for the strong hand of 
the law to get hold of you, and to mow you 
down ! ” 

While -he spoke, with fire and excitement, 

moved by her emotion and deeply interested 

in the wayward woman, Ann had drawn 

gradually nearer to him, until her strong hand 

touched his as it lay on the balustrade. Her 

eyes, still soft and dewy with tears, sought his 

for an instant from time to time, as if in 

♦ 

shyness, all the more attractive from her 
reputed character for fierce disdain. 

When he ceased speaking, she sighed deeply, 
and then seemed to become suddenly possessed 
by. a spirit of daring and desperation, 
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Drawing herself up, and peering closely into 
his handsome face, she said quickly-^- 

“Sir, sir, you know not how you move me! 

I have never felt before as I feel in listening 
to you. You make me hate my own folk, with 
their villainies and their rough ways, kinswoman 
and con£?,derate of theirs though I have been I 
Oh, sir, I feel, I know, that you are better than 
we, that we are but the nest of robbers and- 
pirates you say, that we deserve no mercy at 
your hands 1 ’’ 

Passionate, earnest as she was, Tregenna 
kept his head sufficiently to be sceptical about 
this sudden appearance of conversion. 

He drew back, almost imperceptibly, a little 
way, and said, in a cooler tone — 

“And I fear ’tis little mercy some of you 
will get, when a stronger force is sent down to 
ferret your leaders out I ’’ 

“ But you would make distinctions, sir. would 

f 

you not ? ” said she, with tremulous eagerness. 
“You would not, for sure, deal with the lad 
Tom, poor Tom that you have lamed for life, as 
hardly as with some others ? ” 

' “Those that have done the worst will be 
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the most harshly dealt .with, certainly,” said 
Tregenna. 

" Ay, and none too harshly either, for 
of them ! villains, thieves, plunderers that ^^^y 
be ! See here, sir ” — and her tone dropped 
to a whisper, as she came quite close -to 
and laid one hand almost caressingly ©n his 
sleeve — “there’s no sympathy in my heart, 
them that would have done you harm, no, 
for the man that murdered that poor co^st- 
guardsman when first you came hither ! I |ove 
not such folks, sir, whatever you may thinl^ 
me! And see, sir, to prove to you (how 
earnestly I do grieve for the ill they have 
I am ready to give you up the murderer of '•he 
coastguardsman into your hand, ay, for I k?30W 
who ’twas that did it, and I can put you in the 
way of evidence to prove it too I ” | 

Tregenna started and flushed. He had \ not 
the least doubt that this woman could inc|‘eed 
do as she offered to do, that she could dehiver 
the murderer into the hands of justice. |But 
he shrank from accepting her suggestion, jnot 
only with instinctive mistrust of a woman vi^ho 
was ready to deliver up her own lover, but wi| th 
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not unnatural suspicion that she might be a 
traitress to both sides. . , 

So he got off the balustrade, and said coldly — 
“ I thank you, Mjstr^ss, for your offer : but I 
believe the hands of justice will need no more 
aid than they have got ! ” 

Theri--Ann, without any appearance of ill- 
feeling, laughed softly. 

“ Maybe the J^ands of justice are less power- 
ful than you think, sir,” said she. “ But, at any 
rate, I hope you will think kindly of the woman 
who, for your sake, was ready to risk her safety, 
nay, her life maybe, to help you ! ” 

As she spoke, in a, tone of inexpressible 
tenderness, she came very near to the yoing 
lieutenant, and gazed into his face with a look 
so melting, so passionate, that he w'as stirred, 
fascinated, in .a very high degree. It was 
impossible to be cold. to her, however great his 
innermost disapproval of her might be. He 
had bent his head to reply, when a footstep on 
the gravel behind the yew-hedge, followed by a 
loud outburst of laughter, caused him to start, 
and to look round. 

Peering at the pair through a gap in ,the 
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hedge he saw the face of young Bertram 
Waldron, flushed with wine, twisted into 
malevolent contortions of coarse amusement, 

“Ho, ho, ho!” laughed the 'young cub, 
“here’s sport, egad! I’ll wager she gives you 
a smack o’ the face before she’s done, Jike to 
the one she gave me but this morning,[^ . 

Tregenna made but one step in his direction 
when Bertram prudently retired ; and they 
heard his cracked laugh as he went rapidly 
back to the house. 

It was • some moments before Tregenna and 
Ann could resume their interrupted conversa- 
tion, Indeed, Tregenna was anxious to break 
it off altogether, but Ann persisted, following 
him as he turned to move away, and detaining 
him with a gesture which was half peremptory, 
half imploring. 

“Nay, nay, sir, you’ll give me a hearing, at 
least,” said she, earnestly, “ if ’twere but for the 
safety of your friends. And I could’ tell you of 
a plot that’s been formed whereby your crew 
would be the sufferers, to an extent would rend 
your heart. Ay, ’tis true!” she added, as he 
turned incredulously towards her. 
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“ There’s little need of a special plot,” said he, 
“ since we all know the whole neighbourhood’s 
in league against us ! ” 

“ And for that reason you should be all the 
more willing to lend your ear, when you have at 
last foupd a friend ready to afford you assistance ! ” 
persisted j\nn. “And better assistance than 
your Miss Joan could give,T’ll warrant me! ” 

Just as she spoke these words, in a tone 
which betrayed some pique, Tregenna raised 
his head on hearing the sound of a rustling 
silken gown on the walk above : and there, 
between the hedges, with the malicious face of 
Bertram Waldron appearing behind her, he saw 
Joan Langney herself, with a look of proud 
astonishment on her beautiful face. 

The mischievous young man had brought her 
out into the garden on some pretext, evidently ; 
for it was plain she had not expected to* see 
either Tregenna or Ann. 

The moment he caught sight of her, 
Tregenna made a hasty excuse to Ann, and 
mounting the stone steps from the terrace in a 
couple of strides, addressed Joan just as she 
was in the act of turning away. 



250 


JOAN, THE CURATE. 


“Miss Joan, a moment, I beg! ” said he. 
Bertram giggled ; but on Tregenna’s turning 
sharply to him with a gesture of angry dis- 
missal, the cub retreated, and, with a clumsy 
air of being at his ease, retired quickly to the 
house. Ann also, with a short, hard, laugh, ' 
disappeared among the yew-hedges, — * 

Thus left alone with the girl he loved, the 
young lieutenant was not slow in seizing the 
opportunity he had so long wished for; and 
although she tried to leave him and to return 
to the house, he gave her a look so full of 
entreaty, as he mutely placed himself in her 
way, and gazed at her with an expression there 
was no mistaking, that she faltered, paused, 
and asked, in a low voice — 

“What have you, sir, to say to me? I had 
no notion of meeting you here.” 

‘"Surely, Miss Joan, if you could give ten 
minutes of your conversation to that booby 
young Waldron, you might bestow the same 
favour on me I " . 

“’Twas from no liking for Mr. Waldron I 
came out,” said Joan, hastily. ‘‘He lured me 
hither by saying I should see something very 
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interesting in the Italian garden ; and I thought 
he had some rare flower or bird to show me. 
I should scarce have come, as you may guess, 
to see you in such interesting converse with 
Ann Price ! ” , 

In her voice, Tregenna.was delighted to 
notice a tone of pique which seemed to be of 
good augury. 

"There was naught of great import in my 
talk with her,” said he, quickly. He was 
trembling so much that his sword rattled at his 
side, and his voice was as hoarse as a raven’s. 
" But 'tis true I have something of great 
import to me on my mind, and I cannot but 
think. Miss Joan, you must know what it is ' ” 

“ Indeed, sir, I cannot guess your thoughts ! " 
said Joan, though the heightened colour in her 
cheeks belied her words. 

" Can you not imagine what I feel — what I 
could not—dared not, say last night ? Oh, you 
do, you must, I think ! Sure a man cannot 
feel what I feel for you without its getting from 
his heart into his eyes! Don't you know I 
love you, Joan?” 

The change came about in the space of a 
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second. When the last hurried words, husky, 
tremulous, half whispered, came bursting from 
his lips, Joan shivered, gave him one glance, 
and had betrayed herself before she was aware. 

“ You — you care for Ann ! ” she falter.ed, 
between two long-drawn breaths. 

"Pshaw! Not I ! I care for Jogjii. I care 
for Joan, only Joan I ” 

And at the last word, as she hardly resisted 
him, he kissed her. 

It was growing cold even in the sheltered 
garden, now that the late autumn sun was 
descending in the sky, and the wind was rising 
and sending the red leaves fluttering from the 
boughs of the trees to the’ earth. But they 
never heeded it : they would have gone on 
sitting on that terrace, and walking round and 
round those flower-beds, for an hour and more, 
hade not Parson Langney’s voice presently 
startled them by calling — 

" Joan, Joan, my lass, where art thou? ” 

The girl gave one frightened glance at her 
lover, forbade him to follow her and speak to 
her father till she had prepared the way, and 
fled away like an arrow from a bow. 
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Happy and excited with the joy of successful 
love, Tregennawas sauntering round the house 
towards a side-gate out of the park, when 
Ann’s voice startled him. 

He knew not whence she had sprung; but 
she wag looking at him from out a clump of 
bushes witli a strange smile on her pallid face. 

As he started, she burst into a low, mocking 
laugh. 

“ Ay, sir, kiss while you can ; speak low 
when there’s a fair maid to listen. But the 
game’s not played out yet ! ” 

Upon those words, with a flashing look from 
her great sombre grey eyes, she disappeared 
abruptly. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

AN INNOCENT RIVAL. - 

Now, although Harry Tregenna was in a state 
of mind more nearly approaching perfect bliss 
than he had ever been before, with the know- 
ledge that Joan Langney loved him fresh upon 
him, he could not but feel an uncanny chill 
when Ann Price uttered her mocking words of 
warning. 

“ The game’s not played out yet ! ” 

He would have followed her, questioned her. 
But she knew every turn in the park much 
better than he ; and after a few moments spent 
in looking for her, he gave up the search as an 
idle one. 

After all, what could she do ? Desperate 
and vindictive as he knew her to be, she could 
hardly go the length of trying to harm generous- 
hearted Joan. And as for what she might 
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choose to attempt on his own person, Tregenna 
was ready to take the risks of war, which, 
indeed, could hardly be greater in the future 
than they had been in the past. 

So he presently dismissed all thought of her, 
and gave himself up, heart and soul, to joyful 
thoughts of the beautiful, brave girl he had 
won. He lingered about for a little while, to 
give her time to brealc the news to her father, 
as she had herself wished to do. And when 
he thought they must have reached home, he 
turned his steps also in the direction of the 
Parsonage. 

By the wistful look of emotion on Parson 
Langney’s rugged, kindly face, by the moisture 
in his eyes, the young man guessed that he 
had already been made aware that he was 
threatened with the loss of his fair daughter : 
and the first words he uttered, as he held, out 
a shaking hand in welcome, confirmed this im- 
pression : ' 

“ So you’re going to take her away from me ! 
Well, well, ’tis the way of all flesh ! ” 

Tregenna assured him thanhey were in no 
hurry, that he was ready to wait any reasonable 
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time : a week, a month, any period they might 
choose. He further assured the vicar that he 
would leave the service, and promised to settle 
down with his wife at no very great distance 
from Hurst Parsonage. 

And although Parson Langney shook his’ 
head very lugubriously, and grumbled at the 
folly of a woman’s marrying before she was 
thirty, his jolly face soon grew brighter when 
Joan came in, and, putting her arms round his 
neck under her lover’s very nose, assured him 
that he was the nicest and handsomest man in 
the whole world, and that, if she were driven 
to get married, it should only be on compulsion, 
and on receiving her future husband’s assurance 
that she was her father’s girl still, and might 
be with him as much as she liked.’ 

So they had a happy evening together, and 
when the young lieutenant bade them good 
night, and started on his way back to his boat, 
it was with never a thought of smugglers, or 
wreckers, builders of secret boats, or treacherous 
farmers’ daughters, to damp his spirits. 

There was a lull in . the contraband traffic 
after these events, and Tregehna and the 
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brigadier began to flatter themselves that their 
energy had at last awed the smugglers into 
submission, when one day the news was 
brought to the lieutenant that the same sloop 
wh;ch had been in sight on the occasion 
of the, last raid, was hovering about in the 
distance. , 

A sharp look-out was accordingly kept that 
night, but nothing happened, to justify their 
suspicions. On the following day, however, a 
light mist -sprang up, and not long afterwards 
they were, able to discover that, under cover 
of it, there was a boat making at a great rate 
for the beach at Hastings. 

The^ smugglers — for Tregenna had little 
doubt of the nature of the boat’s errand — had 
a good start of the cutter’s men ; but the latter 
gave chase at once in one of their own boats, 
and were soon justified in their surmise; for, 
on grounding their craft as soon as they could 
on the pebbly shore, the occupants of the 
pursued boat deliberately emptied it of its 
contents in sight of their pursuers, and leaving 
it to its fate, ran up the beach towards the 
narrow streets of the old town, each with a 
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couple of kegs slung round him, the one in 
front, and the other behind. 

They did not fail, as they went, to bid a 
.graceful adieu to Trcgenna and his men, waving 
their rough knitted caps and shouting “ Gopd- 
bye ” as they disappeared through the openings ' 
between the houses. 

Straining every nerve, the cutter’s men 
grounded their own boat in an incredibly short 
time ; and, profiting by the precious moments 
the smugglers had lost in emptying their cargo, 
they raced up the stony beach in pursuit, 
believing that, encumbered as they were, the 
“free-traders” would find it impossible to keep 
ahead of them long. 

But alas! they had reckoned without their 
host ; for while they, the representatives of law 
and order, were fighting alone and unaided, the 
smugglers had each a brother or a mother, a 
sister or a sweetheart, in one or other of the 
mean, picturesque little hovels that nestled 
together in the shelter of the tall cliffs beneath 
the castle, and lined the narrow, tortuous streets 
of the ancient town. 

No sooner had the first of the revenue-men 
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turned the corner into the High Street, up 
which the smugglers were making their way 
towards some chosen haunt of their own, 
than the hindermost of the rascals, who aloae 
carried no burden, gave a peculiar kind of 
shrill jvhistle. 

This was evidently the recognized method 
of giving an alarm to the rest, and was also 
the signal for the inhabitants of the squalid 
little houses to be on the alert. 

Already eveiy door was standing open, show- 
ing, to the exasperation of the king’s men, a 
group of eager, grinning faces, intent on the 
sport. 

The moment the whistle sounded, the 
smugglers who carried the kegs divested them- 
|elves each of one of his burdens, and rolled 

towards the nearest open; ;ott^ge-door. The 
Bioment the keg was safe iil ide, the door 
iosed. } 

‘*^1 The smuggler, having thus j >t rid of one 
of his kegs, went on at a qui^jf pace for a 
few steps, and then, on the sounding of a 
second whistle, got rid of the remaining one 
in the same way. 
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Well used to this manoeuvre, which was a 
common one at the time, those of the cottage- 
folk who had not received one of the contra- 
band kegs,^ closed their doors also ; so that 
Tregenna and his ‘men, on reaching the point 
in the street where this trick had been played, 
found it impossible to identify any particular 
house as one of those which had lent the use 
of its portal to the smugglers. 

A few half frightened, half mocking children 
stood about in the road ; but at the windows 
not a single face was to be seen. 

Tregenna, who was at the head of the 
pursuing force, saw, to his chagrin, that it was 
now impossible for him to hope to come 
up with the smugglers. Lightened of their 
burdens, and already well ahead of their pur- 
suers, they flew like the wind up the steep 
street towards the old church, without so much 
as looking behind them to give the cutter s men 
a chance of seeing and remembering their faces. 

At this point in the route, however, they all 
somewhat abruptly disappeared, with the excep- 
tion of the one who had given the signal. 

From his limping gait, Tregenna had long 
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since recognized him as “Gardener Tom," and 
he felt at the first moment rather sorry that 
this man, the only one of the “free-traders” 
for whom he felt the slightest kindness, should 
be the only one to fall into his hands. 

It ,was not until he had reached the queer 
little irregular group of nestling houses cluster- 
ing round the church, that Tom suddenly 
turned, put his back against the steep wall 
which banked up the houses on one side of 
the roadway, folded his arms, and waited for 
Tregenna to come up to him. 

The lieutenant, expecting that Tom had a 
pistol ready for him, put his hand to one of 
his own. The smuggler, however, shook his 
head, and held up his hands. 

“ Where are the rest?” cried Tregenna, more 
by instinct than because he expected a useful 
answer. 

Tom, whose handsome, open face was flushed 
with his exertions, smiled mockingly at him. . 

“ Wheer ? Wheer ? ” asked he, with a shake 
of the head. “Nay, master, look round, and 
see if ’twill be easy for you to light upon 
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Tregenna did look round. He saw the close- 
packed cottages, some prim and neat, with a 
sort of look about them as if no creature within 
had ever heard of so terrible a thing as a 
smuggler : some dirty and neglected, and* 
capable of anything: but all shut up, and 
without a human face at any window. One 
mean-looking little alehouse at the corner did 
certainly bear a sort of rakish, contraband look. 
But a peep within its doors showed that the 
landlord and one old man had it, to all appear- 
ances, to themselves. 

Tregenna sighed, and frowned. 

“Well, I must arrest you, Tom, and carry 
you off at least,” said he. 

“ I be smuggling naught, master ! " objected 
Tom, quite mildly. 

“You were signalman to the others,” answered 
Tregenna. “ You’re one of the gang.” 

Tom took this very quietly. 

“All roight, take me if you will," said he. 
“ 'Twas you, sir, that gave me the hurt makes 
me too lame to get aw;ay ! ” said he. 

Tregenna frowned, and looked uneasily 
round at his own men, who, deeming him quite 
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able to cope with this, the only one of the 

ruffians whom they had in their power, had 

dispersed in various directions, engaged in the 

rather hopeless task of ferreting out their lost 

enemies. 

* 

“ I’d sooner have caught any one of the 
others, Tom” said Tregenna, “than laid hands 
on thee.” 

“And I,” replied Tom, with a glance round 
in his tone, and a lowering of the voice, “ I’d 
sooner I was caught by you, sir, than as any of 
the others was ! For I’ve summat for to say 
to you, sir, summat for to arst you ! ” 

And over Tom’s open ruddy face there 
passed an expression of deep anxiety. 

“ To ask me, Tom ? Well ? ” 

“ Oons, sir, you'd tell me the truth, wouldn’t 
you? You’d be above telling lies to a poor 
fellow loike me!” went on the young. man, 
wistfully. 

Tregenna looked amazed, as well he might, 
at this most unexpected speech. 

“ I hope, Tom,” said he, “ I'm above telling 
lies to any one.” 

“ Well, sir, it’s loike to this 'ere : you han’t 
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forgot, sir, that nolght as you came to Rede 
Hall, have you ? ” 

“No, I’m not likely to forget that quickly ! ” 

“ You’ll moind, sir, how ’twas Ann Price sent 
us after thee, in a passion.” 

“Ay, I’m not like to forget that either, 
Tom, nor your treatment of me when you came 
up with me ! ” 

Tom looked down, reddening. 

“Oons, sir,” said he, gruffly, “we’re rough 
customers, I know. But we had moie than 
one account to settle with you, sir ; and you 
see, you’d found out a bit too much to be let 
off loight ! We had to turn out of the place 
where we’d met together for years, all along 
of you and your findings. And that wasn’t all, 
neither ! ” 

And a significant frown puckered his brows 
once more. 

“Why, what other harm have I done you, 
than what I had to do in the course of my 
duty ? ” asked Tregenna. 

“You’d gotten the roight side of Ann!” 
growled Ann’s lover, angrily. 

“The right side! Nay, then I know not 
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what getting the wrong side would be like!” 
retorted Tregenna, lightly. “For there’s no 
sort of ill treatment, short of actual murder, 
that I have not received at her. hands, and I 
own I never meet her without watching her 
hands, to be sure she holds not a knife 
concealed in some fold of her dress, wherewith 
to stab me ! ” 

“Ay, that’s Ann all over!” said her lover, 
admiringly. “ She’s got such a spirit, has Ann! 
But it’s just them ways of hers with you that 
makes me know she looks upon you with too 
koind an eye, sir. She loikes you, and she 
hates herself for loiking a king’s man, that’s 
what it is ! ” 

“ Indeed I ” said the young lieutenant, with a 
laugh. “Then I assure you, Tom, she’s vastly 
welcome to transfer her liking to some one else ; 
for it’s wasted on me ! ” 

Tom scanned the speaker’s face narrowly, 
and then drew a long breath of relief. 

“You speak as if it was truth,” said he, 
at last, in a muttering tone. “Then, maybe, 
sir,” he went on, with deep earnestness, still 
keeping an anxious gaze upon Tregenna’s 
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face, “maybe you don’t know where she is 
now ? ” 

He seemed to wait with breathless eagerness 
for the answer. 

“ Most surely I do not,” replied Tregenna, 
promptly, “if she be not at Hurst Court,, where ■ 
I saw her near ten days ago.” 

Tom shook his head. 

“She ben’t there now, sir. Nobody here- 
abouts has a notion where she’s got to ; so I 
thought as maybe it was you had spirited her 
away.” 

“God forbid!” said Tregenna, heartily. 
“My good fellow, set your mind at rest. If 
there’s one man in the world less likely than 
another to spirit away your friend Ann Price, 
or indeed to have aught to do with her, ’gad, 
’tisl!” 

Tom passed his hand over his chin re- 
flectively : he did not yet seem satisfied. 

“ Faith, man, what further assurance do you 
want.^” said Tregenna, amused at the fellow’s 
persistency. “ Dost still think I’m in love with 
thy fair friend the amazon ? ” 

“Nay, sir, that I do not,” replied Tom, 
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slowly. “ But ’tis her that’s in love with thee ! 
And, sure, she’s more loike to have her way 
with thee, than ever thou wouldst ha’ been to 
make way with her, if so be it had been t’other 
way round ! ” 

" M^ke yourself easy on that point also,” 
answered Tregenna, now laughing heartily at 
c '6 young man’s fears. “ Mistress Ann would 
get no soft words from me, no loving looks, and 
no fond embraces, were I the only man left on 
the earth, and she the only woman ! ” 

“Sir," said Tom, not a bit relieved by the 
assurance, “ I do believe you mean what you 
say. But she’s no common woman, isn’t 
Ann ; and since she’s sworn she’ll have your 
kisses within the month, why, I do surely 
believe she’ll get them, whether you will 
or no.’’ 

“Sworn' to have my kisses!” echoed ’the 
lieutenant, jn amazement. “ Egad, then she’ll 
be forsworn. Fear not, man ; thy fair one has 
no charms for me, and truly she hath never met 
a man less like to bestow his kisses upon her. 
Where she is gone I know not : and if I 
were in thy shoes, I should be thankful she’d 
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disappeared, and I should look about fcxr some- 
thing softer, something more like a woman, to 
whom to give my kindness ! ” 

“Sir, one cannot give love where one will!” 
said poor Tom, rather ruefully. “ If I do know 
why I love her, ’tis on account ot her liot’ 
being loike to every other lass in jhe parish ; 
to her being so different from herself, as from 
all other women, that one never knows how 
she’s going for to be two hours together I So it 
ain’t no good of talking, sir; for, cons! r\ie 
loved her too long to go trapesing after another 
now ! ” 

At that moment Tregenna caught sight of 
the first of his own men returning from a fruit- 
less search for the rest of the smugglers. He 
turned quickly to Tom. 

“Tom,” said he, “I cannot deal harshly 
with thee; get away with thee ere it be too 
late. For these fellows of mine dare not show 
so much leniency as I am doing.” 

Tom took the hint. He was artful enough 
to make a feint of striking the lieutenUnt, making 
a movement which caused the latter to take an 
instinctive step backward as if he had really 
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been pushed aside. Tom then made a dash 
for the nearest opening between the houses ; 
and being still wonderfully active when he 
chose to exert himself, he was lost to the sight 
of the cutter’s men in a few seconds. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

A PRISONER. 

It was. useless to pursue the smugglers any 
longer, and equally useless to make any plans 
for seizing them on land on their way back to 
the sloop. As they had friends all along the 
coast, it was very certain that they would make 
no attempt to re-embark from the beach, at 
Hastings, but would reach the ship from some 
other point of the shore. 

All that Tregenna could do, therefore, was 
to seize the boat they had left upon the beach, 
and then to return to the cutter. Here he 
learnt that the sloop had sailed away under 
cover of the mist, so that there was nothing 
for . it but to take their chance of falling in with 
her crew on their way back to her. 

When night came on, therefore, a couple of 
boats, with Tregenna in one of them, left the 
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cutter and cruised about, the one on the Hast- 
ings side, the other in the direction of the 
marshes. 

Tregenna was in the former boat ; but it had 
not, got very far when one of the men at the 
oars raised his head, as if listening intently. 

“Did yojj hear that, sir?’’ asked he, in a 
low voice. 

“What? I heard nothing.” 

The man rested on his oar, and his example 
was followed by the others. There was a 
moment of dead .silence, no sound reaching 
their straining ears but the cry of a sea-bird 
and the spft plash of the calm water as it 
lappal the sides of the boat. It was a bravi- 
tiful night, the sea as smooth as a lake, and 
the moon, which was almost at the full, making 
a bright path of silvery yellow on the still 
water. There was nothing to tell of early 
winter save for a touch of frost in the air, 
and a thin line of November fog along the 
shore. 

•Suddenly there rang out in the keen night 
air the sharp report of a pistol, followed by a 
cry, which sounded shrill in the distance. 
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“Turn,” said Tregenna, “and row hard for 
the other boat.” 

As they went, pulling with all their strength, 
they heard nothing more for some time. It 
was not until they had come in sight of their 
second boat that they perceived that a stern' 
chase was in progress. 

Well out to sea, and rowing out at a rapid 
rate, was a long, low craft which was painted 
a light colour, and which it was easy to guess 
was the property of the “free-traders.” It was 
much longer than either of the pursuing craft, 
lightly built, and well manned. So that singly 
one of the cutter's boats and its small crew 
would have had little chance with it, had the 
two come to close quarters. 

Nevertheless, the revenue-men were giving 
chase with a will, and at sight of their comrades 
on ‘the way to join them they gave forth a 
cheer which rang out over the water, putting 
spirit into the heart of their comrades, and 
vigour into their strokes. 

As the answering cheer came forth from the 
throats of Tregenna and his crew, a shout of 
hoarse, mocking laughter, mingled with oaths 
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and foul threats, came in a volley from the 
smugglers’ craft ; and the next moment, finding 
that the two opposing boats were gaining on 
her, she swung round and waited for theni to 
come up with her. 

Tregenna’s boat was now the nearer of the 
two. ■ In tjie moonlight the lieutenant’ saw a 
face, coarse,' evil, with eyes aflame, peering 
over the side of the smugglers’ craft from 
under one of the knitted caps- they most of 
them wore : it was that of Ben the Blast. The 
next moment the rascal raised his right arm, 
and pointed a pistol at him. 

The rest of the smugglers were all crouching, 
like Ben, round the sides of the boat. Sud- 
denly there sprang up above their heads the 
slighter, more lithe, figure, in open jacket and 
loose shirt-collar, which Tregenna had so much 
reason to remember. Even at that moment 
of" excitement, the thought that this was a 
woman who stood exposed to his own fire and 
that of his men made Tregenna feel for a 
moment sick and faint. Before he had re- 
covered from the effects of his recognition of 
Ann Price in the guise of "Jem B|ix,” he saw 
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her strike a violent blow at Ben’s right arm ; 
and the upraised pistol dropped into the water. 

Then there came a cry from the crew of the 
second cutter’s boat ; in the last few moments 
they had gained on their comrades, and it \yas 
they who first came up with the. smugglers. 

Over Tregenna there had suddenly come a 
frightful sense of a new and sickening danger, 
that of killing a woman in open fight. Unsexed 
creature as she had seemed, when he had heard 
her cursing and uttering threats against him 
at the farmhouse, he could not but remember, 
at this fearful moment, how she had conversed 
with him in the garden at Hurst Court, with 
all the sweet tones and soft looks, the pleading 
words and winning ways, of a very woman. 

The feeling was paralyzing ; it went near to 
making a coward of him. Then, just as his 
boat was drawing in its turn alongside that of 
the smugglers, he saw one of his own men, 
from the other boat, in actual conflict with 
“Jem.” 

He saw the gleam of knives ; he saw the 
two boats rocking like cradles on the surface 
of the water.^ Then it was “ Jem ” who uttered 
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a cry ; the red blood gushed forth over the 
white shirt she wore, and the next moment she 
staggered, and fell, not back into her comrades’ 
boat, but into that of the revenue-men. 

At that moment Tregenna’s attention was 
recalled to his own situation by his receiving 
a blow on, the breast from a weapon in the 
hands of one of the smugglers. The attack 
recalled him to himself, roused again the savage 
instinct which is the best for a man to feel at 
such a time, and nerved his arm to retaliation. 

He saw no more of “ Jem ; ” he was able, 
therefore, in the excitement of the fight, to 
forget her. And, although the smugglers’ boat 
presently succeeded in sheering off, after having 
inflicted some damage on their opponents, it 
was with more than one of their number hurt 
and disabled that they made off in the direction 
of the sloop. 

Tregenna would have followed; but to the 
signals he made to his second boat to accom- 
pany him, the crew replied that they were 
unable to do so. He had, therefore, to be 
content with the damage he had undoubtedly 
inflicted upon the " free-traders,” arid to return 
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to the cutter, which he reached some minutes 
before the second boat did. 

When this came up, in its turn, the boat- 
swain, who was in charge of it, saluted, in some 
triumph, as he drew alongside. 

Tregenna was looking over the side, anxious ■ 
to learn whether his men had suffered much. 

“ Sir," called out the boatswain, cheerily, 
“I’ve good news for you ! ’’ 

“ Well, and what is it? " asked the lieutenant, 
as he scanned, with some bewilderment, a sort 
of heap which lay in the bows of the little boat. 

“Oons, sir, we’ve brought a prisoner along,’’ 
answered the boatswain, in a ringing voice. 
“And wounded beside. And 'tis none other 
than Jem Bax, that’s long been known as the 
biggest rascal of the lot ! ’’ 

Instead of receiving this intelligence with the 
delight and congratulations which the hero of 
the capture evidently expected, Tregenrta 
uttered a sound which was very like a groan, 
and exclaimed, in a most lugubrious voice — 

“ The devil you have ! ’’ 

The boa,tswain, startled and disappointed, 
looked at his captain in astonishment. ^ 
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“ Plague on’t, sir, but I thought I’d done the 
smartest night’s work ever fell to my lot!” 
cried he. 

“ Take him back ! ” roared Tregenna, as soon 
a^ he caught the first sight of the white face he 
had so much reason to remember. 

The boatswain had uncovered the heap in the 
bows, exposing to view the prostrate form of 
“ Jem Bax,” who lay, with closed eyes, and with 
bloodstains on face and breast, limp, motionless, 
helpless, without giving a sign of life. 

Tregenna’s face and voice changed at the 
sight. 

“ Well, haul him up,” said he, with a sudden 
change to anxiety, as the thought struck him 
that Ann was perhaps already dead. " We ll 
see what we can do for the fellow ! ” 

None of the others had, apparently, the least 
suspicion that “Jem Bax” was a woman,* and 
Tregenna intended to keep the secret to him- 
self if he could, and to get rid of her as fast as 
possible. 

There was something so ridiculous in having 
caught such a prisoner that he would not. for 
worlds have had the truth suspected, 
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They raised the still motionless body to the 
level of the cutter’s deck, and Tregenna himself 
knelt down to examine the injuries of the seem- 
ingly unconscious prisoner. The men would 
have taken her below; but Tregenna, whose 
great anxiety was, after seeing to her wounds, 
to get rid of her as quickly as he could, without 
discovery of her sex, desired them to leave her 
where she lay, at any rate for the time, and 
threw his own cloak over her, while he sought 
the wound which had reduced her to this 
condition. 

He could find nothing but a superficial cut 
near the collar-bone, which had indeed bled 
freely, but scarcely to such an extent, to judge 
by appearances, as to have produced insen- 
sibility. Further examination disclosed a large 
bruise on the upper part of the right arm ; but 
this seemed to be the full extent of her injuries. 

It was not unnatural that Tregenna, know- 
ing the artful character of the woman, should 
^come to the conclusion that she was shamming 
sick to some extent, and that her injuries 
were not alone the cause of this excessive 
prostration. 
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He dismissed his men, therefore, and per- 
formed for her the same office that had fallen 
to him before, by producing his flask of aqtia 
vita, and holding it to her lips. 

He did not, however, on this occasion, 
bestow so much patience or so much tender- 
ftess upon her as he had done before. As 
soon as the men had retired far enough for 
him not to risk being overheard, he said in 
her ear — 

“Come, Jem, 'tis vastly well done, but ’tis 
wasted on me this time ! ” 

Very little to his surprise, she opened her 
eyes immediately, and said, but in a faint, husky 
voice — 

“ I did but wait till I could speak with you 
alone, sir. I am dying — I am bleeding within 
— I know it, I feel it — But I care not. .So I 
die in your arms, or, at least, with you by jne, I 
care naught : I shall die happy ! ” 

As she spoke, her great, weird grey eyes, 
unnaturally large in appearance through the 
drawm expression of her features and the utter 
absence of colour from her cheeks and lips, 
were fixed intently upon his face. 



28 o 


JOAN, THE CURATE. 


Although he reproached himself for the 
suspicion, Tregenna did at first ask himself 
whether this speech, moving as it was meant to 
be, w’ere not part of the deception she had 
intended throughout to play upon him. But 
before he could utter a word in answer,, she 
said, looking at him reproachfully the while — 
“You doubt me, sir ; I can see it In your 
face! But, tell me, did I not stay the hand 
of Ben the Blast, when he would have shot 
you down ? Did. you not see how I caused 
his pistol to fall into the water Wherefore 
should I have acted so, I, who can fight as well 
as I can love, but for some feeling for you 
which was not that of an enemy ? ” 

“Tis true you saved me from that bullet, 
and I am grateful, Ann,” said Tregenna, “ And 
I will hope you think too gravely of your own 
case, "and that I may soon be able to send you 
back on shore. Drink this, drink it, and it will, 
I hope, put some life into you, some warmth, as 
it did before ! ” 

The reminder brought a tinge of colour to 
Ann’s white face. 

“ Raise my head with your arm then, sir,” 
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said she, “and I will drink, since ’tis you who 
bid me ! ” 

She gave him another long look, passionate, 
earnest, full of a strange, mysterious pain. 
Then, having sipped the cordial, she drew a 
long breath, as if its potency were too great for 
h^ in her^ weakened state, and whispered — 

“ I have something to ask you, sir, before — I 
— die ! ” Her voice failed her on the last words, 
and he had to wait a little before she gained 
strength enough to go on, “ Will you promise 
that, when the breath has gone out of my body, 
you will let me lie here, in the open air, and 
with your cloak over me, till the morning.? 
Nay, sure, sir,” she went on feebly, as 
Tregenna would have spoken, “you can’t 
refuse me so small a boon ! ” 

She clutched at his hand as she spoke, and 
held it with a convulsive grip, as he answered 
her, 

“You shall stay here, if you please,” said he. 
“ But do not give way. You are young, and 
strong : you will live yet, I doubt not. I can 
see no wound upon you that should lead to 
your death ! ” 
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“None the less,” said she, as she tried to 

shake her head, “ I shall die. And I am glad 

of it, since my body, in death, shall lie where I 

would have it lie, in Heaven’s sweet air, and 

on your ship, yours.” She pronounced the last 

■ 

word with inexpressible tenderness, and turned 
upon him, as she spoke, a look so moving, 
piercing in its wistfulness, that the tears sprang 
to Tregenna’s eyes. 

" Kiss me,” said she quickly. “ Kiss me, 
once, kiss me twice, and thrice — before 1 die ! ” 

As she uttered these words, in a hoarse and 
broken voice, she strove to raise herself, and 
lifted her white and eager face to his. 

He obeyed her, kissing her three times, not 
with the feeling that it was a dying woman 
whose lips touched his, but with a horrible, 
uncanny sense of contact with some being that 
was not honest flesh and blood. It seemed to 
him that her dry lips burned, seared his, as if 
he had been touched by red-hot coals. 

It was with difficulty that he repressed a 
shudder as she let hina go. She fixed upon 
him her dark grey eyes, to which the black 
lines sunk beneath gave a strange brilliancy ; 
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then suddenly her head fell forward upon his 
breast, and she lay limp and motionless in his 
arms. 

He laid her down, looked long at the white 

face, fixed and ghastly in the moonlight. Then 

•he felt himself seized once more with that sick 

liorfor which had taken possession of him once 
% 

before that evening. As he turned his head 
away, the boatswain came up, and looked 
curiously down at the prostrate body. 

“ Why, sir, he’s dead ! ” cried he. 

Tregenna nodded. 

“ Leave — him lying there — till morning ! ” 
stammered he. 

And as he spoke, he replaced his cloak, os 
he had promised Ann that he would do, upon 
her quiet limbs. 

It was a moment of intense horror for him : 
although the passion the woman had felt,. or 
professed to feel for him had left him almost 
cold, it was impossible not to be moved by the 
sight of that form, which he had seen so full of 
life and fire and energy,, cold and still at his 
feet. 

He could not shake off the chilly feeling of 
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having held converse with a creature of weird 
and supernatural attributes. Even when he 
retired to rest, leaving a sailor to watch by the 
corpse till morning, the thought of the woman 
and her strange end haunted him, would not 
let him rest. 

It was long before he slept, and his slumtfer 
was disturbed by many an uneasy dream. 

When he awoke, in the early morning light, 
there was a good deal of commotion on deck. 
On going to see what was the matter, he found 
that the body of Ann Price, alias “Jem Bax,” 
had disappeared. 

At first the man who had been left in the 
position of watcher professed to know nothing 
about the strange disappearance. But, upon 
being questioned with some shrewdness by 
Tregenna, he confessed that a small boat had 
come alongside about two hours before day- 
break, with a couple of men whom he did 
not know, who asked what had become of 
“Jem.” 

With a sailor's superstition, he had been 
only too glad to tell them of what had 
happened, and to let them carry away the 
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body in their boat, still covered with Tregenna’s 
cloak. 

The last he had seen of them was that, in 
the grey dawn, they had reached the shore, and 
landed their silent burden with difficulty on the 
^ach, when the tide was out and the rocks lay 
ba?fe and cold in the morning mist. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

A VERY WOMAN. 

It was with strangely mixed feelings that 
Tregenna heard this story of the carrying away 
of the body of “Jem Bax,” the smuggler. 
Knowing, as he did, that it was a woman who 
had been thus borne across the water to her 
last resting-place, and with the memory of that 
farewell interview strong upon him, he was 
stirred, in spite of himself, by the thought of 
that swift and silent passage across the water 
to the shore ; and he seeined to be able to see, 
as he strained his eyes in the cold morning 
light, the smugglers’ boat with its quiet burden, 
gliding over the grey sea to the dim line of 
rocks and foam which marked the edge of the 
shore. . 

The sloop had disappeared. 

Later in the day the lieutenant went ashore, 
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and lost no .l^me in making his way to the 
parsonage, as^suaj. 

To his surj^ 7^ and dismay, he was informed 
by old Nance, who opened the door to him, 
that Miss J ban had gone away that very 
^orning. | 

“ Sone awd|^ ! ” repeated Tregenna, in stupe- 
faction. “ Bu& whither ? ” 

“ I'hat’s mo|'e’n I can tell you, sir," grumbled 
Nance, who s)eemed in an ill-humour, as if 
resenting her ciwn position of ignorance. “ But 
if you’ll step ini maybe the master’ll be able to 
tell you more.”| 

So Tregenifta went into the little dining- 
parlour, where lie found the good vicar, lookintr 
rather gloomy.! 

“ Hey-day ! ’I cried Parson Langney, as soon 
as the young ®an entered, “ what’s this thou 
hast been aboiBi Harry, to disturb thy sweet- 
heart’s peace asEhou hast done ? ’’ 

“ I disturb h^ peace ! ’’ exclaimed Tregenna. 

“ Nay, sir, I kn^ not. I parted with her but 
last night the iest of friends, as indeed you 
very well knowj| si^* p it was here I passed the 
evening ! ’’ 
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“ Well, she’s taken herself away,\ this morning, 
to her aunt's at Hastings, and chajrged me not 
to tell you how to find the house.” 

“ But, sir, how know you thjat I am the 
cause of this freak } ” 

“ Ay, freak you may well call it, as indeed. 

I told her myself. But she is as^ stubborn^'ancT 
as proud as can be on this matt<^ir,* and all she 
would say was that no man jwas worth a 
thought, save her old father, anH she begged 
me give her a few days away, to collect herself, 
ere she wrote to tell you you must see her 
no more ! " 

The lieutenant, whose limbs < were shaking 
very much, sat down quietly, with his head 
spinning round. What cause of offence he 
could have given Joan, to induce her to treat 
him in this apparently heartle.*3S manner, he 
had not the remotest notion. The parson 
easily perceived how bewildered he was, and 
presently he said — 

“’Twas after a visit from jpoor Gardener 
lorn, who came to jthe door after breakfast 
this morning, that she flew into so great a 
passion. She would not tell i|what he said, 
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save that no man was to be trusted by any 
woman. Does that give you any clue to her 
behaviour ? ” 

t 

"Garclener Tom!” echoed Tregenna, at 
first wi^*^out an idea as to any connection 
betwepirkhe smuggler’s visit and Joan’s abrupt 
dej^arturq. ^ 

“Had jit naught to do with your conduct 
towards another woman, think you ? ” suggested 
Parson La^ngney, watching him with keen eyes. 
“It was at the same time that Tom told us 
of the death of poor Ann Price.” 

At the mention of the name Tregenna 
started up. | 

“ What ^id he tell her about that ? ” asked 
he, quickly., 

“ Ah I ” Said the vicar, with meaning. “ Then 
it had something to do with that, eh ? ” 

“ Surely,, surely, sir, Joan has too much 
sense, too rtiuch generosity, to be angry with 
me for ^'f^,?ibwing kindness towards a dying 
woman ! ” «)ried the young maV., with fire. 

“Nay,”^said the parson, “I know not. A 
lass is a strange creature : how far did thy 
kindness g(o, Harry ? ” 

u 
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Tregenna frowned. It flashed a; cross his 
mind now that perhaps one of the sr^nugglers’ 
boats had been hovering about the t :utter at 
the time of Ann’s death, unnoticed' in the 
excitement and commotion caused b; the re- 
turn of the boats’ crews and the cap.^jre of a 
prisoner. If this were so, and if ^liardener 
Tom had been one of the occupan^;s, it was 
very possible that he had seen the /kiss Tre- 
genna had given the dying womanV and that 
he had recounted the incidents off that pas- 
sionate farewell of hers to Joan. | 

Since Tom was jealous himself, lit was not 
likely that he would let the- story dose in the 
telling. This seemed the only piossible ex- 
planation of Joan’s strange flight, '.and it was 
a most disquieting one. 

“ 'Tis true I did kiss her, sir, at hjer request, ’’ 
said Tregenna, after a short pai|se. “ But 
there was never a kiss given in thi£i world that 
was less cause for jealousy ! ” 

“ Well, I believe you, Harry, f<br I know 
you to be most truly Ijttached to my daughter. 
But whether she will believe, is another ques- 
tion. A woman looks not at these ^hings with 
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a man’s eyes, nor does she listen to the recital 
of them with a man’s ears.” 

“ Sir,” said Tregenna, proudly, “ I hope she 
will come round to a sensible state within a few 
days, and send me some message to say so. 
For otherwise I will not humble myself to 
write and demand one. I could not trust the 
discretion " of a woman who would show so 
little confidence in her lover ! ” 

“Nay, let not your spirit carry you too far, 
or maybe you’ll lose her altogether ! ” said the 
vicar. “ And I would not have that ; for 
though I would fain have kept my daughter 
with me a little longer, had it been possible, 
I should not hope to find for her an honester 
man than I believe you to be ! ” 

“’Twill be the cruelcstloss I have ever known, 
if I do lose her,” answered Tregenna, with emo- 
tion. “ But yet I shall have no choice, if she is 
so hafd as to let me go without one word ! ” 

“ You ‘will not take with you the name of 
the house where her aunt resides ? ” suggested 
PaV'On Langney, wistfujly. 

“iNo, sir. Let her send me a message, or 
I Mill not go to her!” retorted Tregenna. 
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“ I intrude, sir. You are engaged upon yjour 
sermon, I see. Let me wish you a good d^y ! ” 
And with a bow, and an air of great s|)irit, 
the young man left the house. | 

Hard though it was to be stern and conjstant 
to his determination, Tregenna kept his word. 
He did not call again at the Parsonage, not| cHd 
he attempt to find out the address of Jc>an’s 
aunt. But he did certainly wander pijetty 
frequently, in the course of the next few dlays, 
both in the direction of Hurst and of the tl^wn 
of Hastings, not without a secret hope tha/t he 
would meet his offended sweetheart. ( 

He felt that he had a right to consider ihim- 
self aggrieved, since she was condemning h!im 
unheard. But at the same time, his glanO:es 
towards the Parsonage grew more and mC)re 
wistful as the days went by, and he still received 
no letter, no message. Had the vindictive aihd 
merciless Ann done him an injury in dea;fh 
greater than any she had tried to do him in 
life ? It seemed so ; and the lieutenant, thoujj^h 
he assumed a more and more jaunty air as tl|ie 
time passed, hid a heart of lead underneath, ji 
It was on the fourth day after the mornin|g, 
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wh'ien Ann’s body had been so mysteriously 
con iveyed away, nobody knew whither, that 
Tre^jenna, on arriving at the village one 
mor^iing, found the inhabitants all astir with 
^omf^ gre.at excitement. They were congre- 
gati/ng in groups about one particular cottage 
in" ([Che viljage ; and on Inquiry as to the reason, 
he jilearnt that it was the day of Ann Price’s 
funeral, and that they were waiting for the 
bodjiy to be brought out. 

Ij'regenna lingered, on hearing this, and 
hoj-^ed that he might have an opportunity of 
meeting Tom, and of questioning him as to the 
mis^chlef he had done. 

I When the coffin, covered with a deep black 
pfjill, was brought out of the house, however, 
tbe lieutenant found no one he recognized 
aqnong the four bearers. 

' They were all rough-looking men, of the 
riither sinister type he had begun to know so 
W(2llj but neither Bill Plunder, nor Robin Curse- 
rr/iother, Ben the Blast, Jack Price, nor 
Gr^ardener Tom, was among them. 

How comes it her brother is not one of the 
b(parers?” asked he of a. bystander. 

A 
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“ Sure, sir, 'tis you should know the reai'son 
of that better than anybody,” returned r the 
woman, saucily. 

For the person of the lieutenant was] now 
well known in the neighbourhood, and tther.e 
was a sort of lively warfare carried on betVveen 
him on the one side, and the woirien of \ fhe 
place, with their free-trading sympathies’, on 
the other. i 

By this time the little procession had started 
towards the churchyard, and Tregcnna, blare- 
headed, joined it on its way. 

Slowly they went, past the few remaiining 
houses of the village, and up the hill wherexthc 
Parsonage stood. The church, a weath^'ir- 
beaten little structure, innocent of any sC^rt 
of restoration except whitewash, stood beyoi^id, 
on a somewhat lower level, and nearer to t he 
marsh. 


Under the building, at the east end of tfhe 
church, there was a vault, which had belong -ed 
to the family at Rede Hall for nearly a centui|y. 
The way to it was by 'a flight of worn step)s, 
damp, uneven and overgrown with weeds, behilnd 
the east window. ^ 
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I Here the vicar stood, with the great key of 
the Vault in his hand, waiting for the arrival 
of tl^e solemn little procession. 

Viery weird, very awe-inspiring it seemed to 
Tref^enna — the brief service held in the keen 
frosJ(;y air, under the lee of the old church, 
wh.bse stpnes had been grey and old before the 
anclient Faith gave place to the new. There 
wa4 a dead calm that day over land and sea, 
and the sea-birds flew inland, screaming, over 
the, brown fields. 

A strange contrast all the calm, the peace 
seeped tQ make, to the image of fire and 
pas/sion, restless energy and feverish struggle 
v^hich was called up by the name of Ann. 

( When the service was over, and the coffin 
had been locked away in the great bare vault, 
Tregenna left the rest of the company, and 
ti)ok a straight cut across the cliffs towards the 
Hastings road. 

I It was with no definite object of going in the 
dlirection of Joan’s present residence, yet there 
was doubtless some thought of her hovering in 
his mind ; so that when, at a distance of some 
ihile and a half from Hurst, he came suddenly 
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face to face with her at a turning in the ri^iad, 
he flushed indeed, but without much surp^rjse, 
as if the person who had been in his thou^ghts 
had become on the instant present to hi( x\ in 
the flesh. . 

She was in the company of a stout couj^^try 
lass, who was carrying a parcel under her clt^ak. 

Tregenna bowed, but, except for the spacf > of 
half a second, did not stop. And in returnl- for 
the slightly resentful, cold and distant curtV^ey 
she gave him, he held his head very high in I the 
air, and looked her full in the face wit |h a 
defiant expression. ^ 

Perceiving this, Joan went suddenly wh^te ; 
and as he went on, she presently halted, an|,d 
turned to look after him. Now, it happene d 
that Tregenna, although he had made up hh's 
mind that he would not be guilty of such 
weakness, did in his turn stop and give ja 


hasty glance back at her. \ 

Joan, seeing that he instantly went on agaiijn 
could bear it no longer ; he should not go likti 
that, without knowing jhow little she cared?. 
So she hastily bade her companion walk oi?i, 
saying that she would overtake her shortlyV- 

/ 
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and then she called, in a haughty and distant 
tone — 

“Mr. Tregenna! ” 

And of course he had not gone far enough 
not to hear her. 

turned, however, in the most leisurely 
way possible, and walked back with a very lofty 
air of doing something he was much disinclined 
to do. 

“ Madam,” said he, when he had come quite 
near, “ you called to me, I believe.” 

“ I did, sir,” said Joan, in a tone as lofty as 
his own. " I did but wish to ask you — whether 
the stage-waggon has passed this way.” 

“ I have not seen it, madam,” replied he, m 
superbly^ than ever. 

“ I thank you, sir.” 

She dropped him a stately, dignified curtsey, 
to which he responded with a profound bow. 
Then he turned again and resumed his walk. 
This was more than Joan could bear. 

“ How can you, Harry ? ” burst from her lips. 

“Nay, ’tis I should ask that!” retorted Tre- 
genna, who was back again by her side in a 
moment. “Tis I should want to know how 
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a woman can treat her lover as you faave 
treated me this last five days ! ” 

“They told me — they told me ” '.'Stam- 
mered Joan, who was now in tears. d 

He interrupted her quickly. |j 

“Nay, then, if you are content to qi^^iarrcl 
with me on account of what others tell 'you, 
without a word to me, ’tis time we shoul(|.i bid 
each other farewell, madam ! ” |' , 

“Oh, Harry, you are too hard, too c»f'uel! 
And when ’tis your fault, all your fault ! J' For 
Tom saw you with — with — her in your ciirms! 
You kissed her, once, twice, thri-i-i-ce ! 1. And 
— and when you told me you cared no jc for 
her! Nay, sir!” She drew herself erect, f.^nd 
looked at him with a challenge in her ey'^es. 
“ Deny it if you can. You know you d^^tre 
not, you cannot ! ” 

“'Most certainly I do not deny that I h^jSld 
Ann Price in my arms, nor that I did k||iss 
her, as you say. And if you hold that I jf*Jid 
wrongly in suffering the caprice of a dyi^ng 
woman, why, madam, i must tell you that ^^'tis 
you that err, not I." n 

“ But — but — but she had sworn you shovj^lild 
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kiss her ! ” whimpered Joan, falteringly. 
“ Gardener Tom told me so.” 

“ Madam, could I help that She was sick 
to death, as you know. Whether ’twas for 
affection, which I doubt, or for spite, or for 
some* other motive, I could do naught but that 
whith I did. I will neither deny the action, 
nor excuse myself for it: since there was 
naught to be done but to humour her,” 

Joan looked at him through her tears ; but 
although she still endeavoured to maintain her 
cold and haughty demeanour, it was plain both 
that she was longing to find some way of 
getting out of the position she had taken up, 
and that she was rejoiced at seeing her Ic. r r 
again. Tregenna, on his side, was just as 
feverishly happy in this meeting as she, and 
just as eager to go on with the quarrel, if 
that were the only way of holding converse 
with her.^ 

She uttered another sob. 

“ I thought you cared for me ! ” sighed 
she. '' 

“ Madam, I thought I did also.” 

“ But I see plainly you do not ! ” 



300 


JOAN, THE CURATE. 


“Nay, madam, then your eyes are keen to 
see the thing which is not ! ” 

“ If — if you cared for me, you would have 
been to visit me — while I was at my aunt’s ! ’’ 
“If you had cared for me, you would not 
have gone away ! ” 

“Then this is to be farewell indeed, sir?^’ 

“If such is your pleasure, madam ! ” 

“ Oh, Harry, you arc too, too crud ! ” 

“And you,” whispered Tregenna, his tone 
suddenly melting to tenderness, as he seized 
her in his arms, “are too foolish, my dear! 
Come, dry your eyes and confess that never 
had a maiden so little cause to doubt her lover 
as you! Oh, Joan, Joan, and 1 thought you 
were so wise, so sober-minded a person! 1 
never guessed you were subject to caprices, 
like other women! I’m disappointed in you, 
Joah.” 

“Will you swear,” said Joan, in a tremulous 
voice, “ you had never any thoughts of love for 
her, but only for me ? ” ^ , 

“ I will swear it again, as I have sw^m 
before. But you should not doubt me, Joan ” 
She was looking rather ashamed of hers^|i|f, 
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and it was easy to see that it would be no 
difficult matter to convince her of his truth. 

“’Twas only,” said she meekly, “that all 
men say she was so resistless a creature — that 
no man could stand against her wiles. But I’]! 
be content, so you assure me with your own 
lips you loved her not, but were kind to her out 
of pity ! ” * 

Tregenna did give her assurance with his 
lips, in very impressive fashion. And they 
walked back together to Hurst, where Parson 
Langney, espying them from his gate while 
they were yet at some distance, greeted them 
with derisive roars of laughter. 

“Nay, nay,” said he. “What a flighty, 
wayward creature is a lover, male or female! 
If sober married folk did fly off at a tangent 
like to sweethearts in their courting, there 
would be never a household on the earth with 
both master and mistress within its doors at the 
same time'! ” 

“ Wherefore are you not busy with your 
sermon, father?” asked Joan, saucily, to turn 
the conversation and draw attention from her 
guilty blushes. 
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“’Tis too early in the week,” retorted the 
vicar, with a twinkle of his merry eyes. “ I 
was going to the churchyard to look for the 
key of the vault I opened this morning. I 
know not how I can have mislaid it.” 

They accompanied him on his search, but 
their efforts were in vain ; and at last Treggnna 
suggested that^the key might have been stolen. 

“Nay, but who should steal the key jof a 
burial vault ? ” objected the vicar, incredulc^usly. 
“Tis the last thing a man would cov,et, I 
imagine." I 

But though Tregenna did not press , the 
point, the notion he had suggested did , not 
leave his mind. And even after he had had 
tea with Joan and her father, and had started 
on his way back to his vessel, it recurred i to 
him again and again. , 

So that at last he stopped short, turned ba^:k, 
and made his way once more to the churchyard. 
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tiie;. free-traders’ farewell. 

What if one of Ann’s friends, her poor lover 
Tom for instance, had stolen the key of the 
vault, in order to be able to pass an hour by 
the coffin which held the remains of one who 
had been so dear to him ? 

This seemed so likely, that Tregenna was 
resolved to put his notion to the test. But he 
found the door of the vault safely locked, and 
no signs about of any recent visitor. 

As, however, on the following day, the 
vicar confessed that the key had not yet been 
discovered, Tregenna made up his mind to 
keep an eye on the church ; and he regularly, 
for the next ten days, paid a visit to the spot 
before returning to the j:utter after his call at 
the Parsonage. 

And on the tenth evening, just as he was 
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entering the churchyard by the little wooden 
gate on the north side, he caught sight of a 
human head disappearing rapidly, apparently 
into the bowels of the earth, behind the east 
end of the church. 

Going rapidly and noiselessly in that ’ direc- • 
tion, Trcgcnna reached the steps which- led 
down to the vault, and saw that the dooif was 
open some inches. Descending cautiouslfy, he 
could distinguish certain sounds within^, the 
vault, which betrayed the presence of| live 
human beings ; the mutterings and shufflings 
of feet grew louder, until he was able t<p dis- 
tinguish the voice of Jack Price the smuggler, 
and another which he did not recognize. 

After the lapse of a few seconds they be^^an 
to make- such a noise, as they pushed cert^iin 
heavy loads about, to the accompaniment ^ of 
much scraping of the stone floor, that Tre- 
genna ventured to open the door a litjtle 
farther, and to peep in. 

A weird sight met his eyes. By the Hg;ht 
of a torch, which smoked and flared, throwiug 
a red light on the faces and figures of t^he 
men, and making a great patch of sooty blacjik- 
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ness upon the green slime on the roof, Jack 
Price, long, lean, and woebegone of face, and 
Bill Plunder, short, crooked, and evil-looking, 
were busily engaged in piling up against the 
walls of the vault a huge quantity of kegs and 
bales'^of goods, in order to make them occupy 
the Jeast possible space, and so make room 
for mjore. 

Tr^genna, hardened as he was to the 
smugglers and their villainies, could scarcely 
beheye his eyes. Not a sign of a coffin was 
to b^ seen. Apparently the dead had been 
turnep out of their resting-place, to make way 
for tlfie merchandise of the “ free-traders,” 

A^ he thought of the callousness which <.ould 
th’iis make an opportunity out of the death of 
art old comrade like Ann, to find a new nest 
foV their contraband wares, the lieutenant felt 
thjat he could restrain himself no longer. Gast- 
injg all prudence to the winds, and unmindful 
of^ the fact that these two might have comrades 
wjlthin call, he dashed open the door of the 
vault, and seizing the .tall Jack Price, by a 
clever movement flung him sprawling on the 

st^ne floor. 

1 


X 
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Bill Plunder, though taken aback forj 
moment, recovered himself, and planting 
self behind a breastwork of contraband ' 
chandise, levelled his pistol at Tregenna. 

The lieutenant whipped out his own 
at the same moment, received a bullet i|^ 
right .shoulder, and answered by firing' 
his left a shot which made Bill leap up iil 
air with a loud cry. The next moment 
genna found- himself grappling with Jack| 
had risen from the ground and seized a 
piece of metal which was lying on the 
floor. I 

Jack fought like a madman, slashing 
plunging at his opponent with a vigour 
ferocity which seemed to render the combaf’^ ^ 
hopeless one for the lieutenant, whose wourj j 
was bleeding freely, when, just as Tregem|r..j.^ 
felt ^is head growing dizzy and his eyes b\ 
coming dim, the smuggler, in making i ^ 
desperate lunge at him, tripped in some rop" 
which were lying on the floor, and stumbl^V^^j 
headlong over a couple of the smuggled ke//\ 

r • • tVlo^ 

of spirit. , 


Quick as thought Tregenna seized one \ 
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the kegvS, sprang to the door, got outside, and 
wedged the door tightly with the barrel, which 
he had rolled out in front of him. 

The space at the bottom of the steps was 
just wide enough to allow of .1* ’''*.ing done ; 

and ‘then, without waiting to see whether the 
meh woul<i make any attempt to escape from 
their imprisonment, he started for the Parson- 
age. 

Before he got there, however, he found him- 
self staggering, and knew that he would not 
have strength left to reach the house. As 
he stood swaying to and fro for a few seconds 
on the footpath, he caught the sound of a 
waggon going along slowly at the foot of the 
hill. There was a man walking beside the 
horses, cracking his whip and urging them on. 
It was too dark for Tregenna to see either 
waggon or man ; but the frosty air carried the 
sounds to him clearly, and carried back his 
fainting cry — 

‘•Help, help!” 

Then he fell down dn the grass beside the 
footpath. 

When he came to himself, after a curious 
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experience of being in the sea, swimming' 
life, with a dozen faces he knew around '■ 

* it 7 

he found that he was still lying on the g^^^^ 

but that there was at least one face he !■ 

In? - 

bending over him, looking very weird 't 
strange by the light of a heavy Ian; ^ 
which had been placed on the ground bt' V. 
hin,. Q 

And the face was that of Gardener 1 on; t 
“ T om ? ” cried he faintly. il 

The great boorish fellow watching oveii^ 
burst into a great blubbering and sobbing^^' 
an overgrown child. 1^- 

“Ay, 'tis me, sir, and glad am I to see. ^ 
look at me again. For oons, sir, I thoi^*^ 
you’d shut your eyes for ever! You’re hu'| 
sir — badly hurt. And for sure ’tis one of the 
rascally smugglers that’s done it I ” , 

111 as he was, Tregenna smiled and raised K 
eyebrows. | 

“Smugglers, Tom! Nay, sure you me| 


‘free-traders.’” 

“ I means smugglers, domn 'em ! ” roan' 
Tom, energetically. “And if ever I carry\ 
keg again, or help 'em in their wicked way 
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I be riddled through and through, loike as 
Pfwas a target ! ” 

I’ Since — when have you — become so vir- 
fbs ? ” panted out Tregenna, feebly. 

M Since one of ’em, nay, two of ’em served 
S'a dirty trick, sir,” answered Tom, fiercely. 
Jsk me no more, sir ; for sure I don’t want 
|to let out what I’ve in my moind ! ” 

I* How long — have I lain here ? ” 

I’ Not more’n the space of half a minute, sir. 
[’i no more you mustn’t. I be going for to 
them at the Parsonage.” 

' Nay, nay, Tom, I should alarm them, in 
K'f plight.” 

Never fear for that, sir. It would alarm 
^ ^ more for you to die ! ” 

''ni§^nd Tom hobbled away in the direction of 
the vicar’s house at a great rate. 

; As he lay there in the cold air, Tregenna 
was vaguely conscious of a feeling of satis- 
jfaction that Gardener Tom had turned to 
jhonest ways. And then his mind began to 
wander again. He was recalled to full con- 
sciousness by a delicious sense of ease and 
peace, and by feeling the touch of the hand 
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he loved the best in the world on his t 
head. 

A few minutes afterwards he was lying 
a hastily made bed in the vicarage parlour. 

Tregenna lay ill for some weeks ; for 
wound inflicted by Bill’s bullet was a sei 
one, and he had lost so much blood before 
was discovered by Tom, that there wa 
fear lest he might not be able to stand 
drain. 

Thanks to the tender nursing he recei’ 
however, at Joan’s loving hands, he presei 
began to mend. And it was when all dar 
was past that he learnt the fate of the 
smugglers whom he had- imprisoned in 
vault beneath the church. 

Jack Price had managed to escape, but 
had the misfortune to run straight into the 
arms of the brigadier and^his soldiers, who now 
patrolled the country Hurst with more 

assiduity than before. '^’Being recognized as 
one of the most prominent of the smugglers, 
he was seized, carried to Rye, and hanged 
within a fortnight; for such offenders as he 
had scant shrift in those times. 
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ll Plunder was found dead in the vault, 
lig been killed by the shot Tregenna had 
^_^at him in exchange for his own. 

^rh enormous quantity of smuggled goods, 
||.i had been secreted in the vault, were 
seated by the authorities ; for even Squire 
||ron had begun to see that his reign of 
■ / was over. 

fijt a sign of the coffins was to be found, 
hiver ; and a thrill of horror ran through 
\(j one at the thought that the smugglers 
I 'even got rid of these in order to make 
if for more plunder. 

I'A. deep peace seemed to fall over the whole 
Ighbourhood after the death of Jack Puce 
jf yi Pill Plunder. The brigadier flattered 
^ mself that he should get promotion for his 
hpiergy, and Tregenna felt that his task 
' as done, and that the time was ccuive- 
«nt for the retirement he had promised the 
icar. 


So fully satisfied were the authorities in 
stindon that the minion of soldiers and 
1 si venue men had been thoroughly and effec- 
I sr'ely accomplished, that the brigade was 
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shortly withdrawn from the neighbour 
and the cutter was sent to another pa 
the coast. 

It was not until after his withdrawal 
the service, when the snowdrops were pet 
above the ground, that Tregenna came < 
to Hurst, and put up at the best inn, 
for his marriage with Joan on the mo 
It was to have been a very quiet wed 
but Joan had made herself so much bci 
in the countryside that, long before thei 
for the ceremony had arrived, the w 
churchyard and the grass around were tl 
with a dense throng of people. 

Gardener Tom was there with a huge nr 
gay of hothouse flowers, speaking loudly i 
hatred and detestation of the whole sex, wi.e 
the exception of Miss Joan. w 

Squire Waldron and Bertram were there, e 
smart hunt colours, waiting to welcome tlis 
bride. s, 

The ladies from Hurst Court were theed 
simpering and wondering how the vicaie 
daughter could be so selfish as to leave h 
father ! They wouldn’t have done it, not the 
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in, women, and children from Hurst and 
Ullages round were there with their snow- 
to strew on the path before sweet 
kress Joan. 

|l was peace, and brightness, and happiness ; 
[the winter sun came out in her honour 
pushing Joan, tall and handsome, in her 
II white dress and veil, came from the 
linage, leaning on her father’s arm. 
he service was over : the blessing had been 
fen on the young people, and Tregenna 
I leading his bride down the little aisle, 
fn a sound reached the ears of all present 
uch froze the blood of some of them. 

I It was a peal of loud, mocking laughter, in 
' well-known voice. 

^ It came into the church from the wide porch, 

^ id echoed through the building. 

if “Ann ! ” cried Tregenna, under his breath. 

{ “ No, no, not Ann ; but Jem Bax ! ” cried the 
|vell-known voice, in clear and ringing tones. 

: And into the bright light of the doorway 
'strode Ann, in her lad’s dress, with a keg 
slung in front and one behind, in approved 
smuggler fashion. 
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“ Heaven bless you both, for a paf. 
innocent lambs,” she cried, raising one I 
as if in benediction. “See, Ben, do not t 
make a monstrous pretty pair ? Prettier 
you and me, when they made us one ! ” < 

And the burly form of Ben the Blast, • 
his kegs slung over his shoulder, came 
view behind her. f 

Everybody was too much taken aback, 
much amazed at the deception Ann had { 
tised, and at her unflagging audacity, to att( 
to touch either her or the smuggler ativ 
side. With another laugh and a wave'^ 
the hand, they both left the church pore 
sprang on the back of a stout horse whic 
was waiting at the gate, and were away ovc 
the marsh to the new haunt they had made 
before Tregenna had had time to recover hi: 
wits.* 

He had done with her, for ever ; but therf 
was still trouble in store for the representative 
of law and order, while the daring, wickec 
spirit walked the earth in the flesh. 

“Are you jealous still, Joan?” whispered 
Tregenna, in his bride’s ear. 
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No. But — I’m thankful she’s married, 
l4y,” was the fervent answer. 

And I,” returned Tregenna with equal 
felur, “am thankful ’tis no longer my duty 
tc%)e with her and her tricks. For, faith, I 
beVe she’s in league with the very powers 
o^rkness ! ” 


THE END. 
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Lette rs on Natura l M agic. nuim Ton-. HIii^damous. 

iBrlllat-Savarin.-'Qaatronomy as a Fine Art. Translated by 

t R. E. ANPfeRhON. M.A. Fqsi 8v o. half-b o und, at . 

rBiydges (Harold).— tJncle Sam at Home. With 91 Illustration^ 

Post Svo, lllu!it rated boards, zs . ; doll If ip, ar. (kA 
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Buchanan (Robert), Novels, &c., by. 

Crown 6vo, clotli cxtia, 3J 6<f. e.icli , po*;! 8\o. ilhistriUci! boards, ar, cacli. 

Th« Shadow ot ths Sword. Lovo for Ever, with l'roiitisplr*cc 

A Child ot Nature. With I rontispic^e. Annan Water. I Foxdlove Manor. 

God and the Man. Witli n i ilnsi rations )>y The New Ahelard. I Naonel Dene. ^ 

Lady Kilpatrick. fl'KM). IUkNaku Matt : A Story of a Caravan. With Fromispicre i 

The Martyrdom of Madeline. With The Maeter of the Mine. With Froniispicie. * 

Frontispiece i>> A w cooi'KK. The Heir Of Linne. | Woman and the Mang.-. 

Ned and White Heather. Croim 8 \'o, tiolli extra, y. M. i ’ 

The Wandering Jew : a Christmas farcil. Crown Rvo, rJnth, 6 j . 

The Charlatan. Hy RnnrRT Hut hanan and Hi'nrv Murray. Crown 8vo, cloth, with w 

rronlisiufn; liyT fl Kt'HIhisON, tr tw/ , post 8vo, picture boards, jr. 

Burton (Robert).— The Anatomy of Melancholy, With Transla- 

tions of tliK Qiioliitmiis. r>ciiiy 8 vo, doth exti.i, 7 ^. M. 

Melancholy Anatomleedi An \lindiriiieni of IH/rton's avaiomy Host Bvo, hnil-bd . ar 6(i. 

Caine (Hall), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. ; posf 

PvLi, ilhistfriti-d boards, path , tUith limp, ar. 6./ p.i> li ' 

The Shadow of a Crime. | ABonofHayar. I The Deemeter.” 

Also I M'K \RY I i)i I IONS of The Deemster .'ind The Shadow of a Crime, set in pw typo, • 
rr'i\«ii 8 vo, and boniid .ndforiu nith The Christian, Or. pa< li , .iiid thv <. Id \r Puri L\R F.l>firON of 
The Deemater, incdiiiiii Svo, porlr.nl-coicr. fc/ , doth, rr. ' 

Cameron (Commander V. Lovett).- -The CruLse of the ‘ Black 

Frinr o' I'niatoei Po^.i Bso, picture boards, ?x. 


Captain Coljrnet, Soldier of the Empire; An Autobiography 

Lthird by I.ORIDAN I.ARLurv. *1 ratisLited by Mrs. CABhY With loo Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, ST fxi 

Carlyle (Jane Welsh), Life of. By Mrs. Alexander Ireland. With 

Portrait ami I lusunile Letter Small demv 8vo, doth oxtr.i, js. 6 f. 

Carlyle (Thomas).— On the Choice of Books. Post 8vo, cl , is. 6d. 

Correepondenee of Thomae Carlyle and R. W. Emerson. Isad-ISTS. Edited by 
C h. NuR I ON \\ ith I'oriraits Two Vob , < rn« n 3vo, dotli, ^ 4 *. 

Carruth (Hayden). - The Adventu'res of Jones. With 17 iliustra- 

imns. Fcap tiio, doth, xx 

Chambers (Robert W,), Stories of Paris Life by. Long fcap, 8vo, 

clofU, 73 fit/ each. 

The King In Yellow. | In the Quarter. 

Chapman’s (George), Works. Vol. 1 ., Plays Complete, including the 

lioulitful Ones.— Vol. II., Poems .mil Minor rransl.'itinnx. with Fbsny by A C .SwiNllUkNK.— Vol, 
III , Tmir.lritiom, of the Iliad and Odyv,ey. Three Vols , crown 8vo, doth, 3 T. tif. e.idi. 


Chappie (J. Mitchell).— The Minor Chord; The Story of a Prima 

Donna t'rown 8vo, rlolh, 3s, (id * 

. Chatto (W. A.) and jTjackson.— A Treatise on Wood Engraving, 

llivtorual ri'i?l Pr.ictK d With Chapter by H. C. lloHN, and 450 fine Illiisl. Larffo 4I0, h.iir-le.illicr, xHr. 

Chaucer for Children ; A Golden Key. By Mrs. H, R. Haweis, With 

a Coloured Flatus .iiul jo Wootlculs. Crown 4to, doth extra, v- 
Chaucer for Schools. HylMrs H. K IIanmms. Dciny a>o, rUith linip, ax. 6^- 

Chess, The Laws and Practice of. With an Analysis of the Open* 

inys. By Howard SI AUNTON. IvhlcilbyR B. WORMALU, ^rown 8vo, doth, 3x. 

The Minor Tacilce of Chese : A Treatise on the Dcplnymcnt of the Korcex in ol>eflience to Stra- 
tcKic Frinciplc. By F. K. Voi'NG and E. C. IlowbU,. Lcng leap, 8vo, cloth, jj. fjiJ. 

The Haetlngfl Cheee Tournament. Coniainmf: the Auihonsed nunt of thd 230 Cnmeif 
;il.iyc‘d Aug.-Sept , 1803. With Annotations bjw P/l.l,,siiURY. La^iKFR, Taur A'. f:ii, Si Hinii 
: v:mi 1 FRS, TUCHMANN, BaRDKLKBLN. HIACKBURNV. OiA'SBHRG, TfNsIl V. MASO.N.ainli! 
ALBIN : Biographical Sketches of the Chess MastorirMid Ji Portraits. Edited by 11 . F. CllESHiKK. 
Crown 8vo. clolh, 7x. 6./, \ 

Clare (Austin), Stories by. 

For the Love of a Lass. Foa 8vu. illu.^i rated UmjOs.ux ; doth, s3,ttJ. 

By the NIm of the Riven tales and bkeuhes in South Tviicdale. Crown 8vo. tnakram ciltf 

toj., Ox. ' 
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Clive (Mrs. Archer), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. each. 
L Why hu wjl^^ _ 

Clodd (Edward, F.R.A.S.).— Myths and Dreams. Cr. 8vo, 3s»,6d. 
Coates (Anne),— RIe’s Diary. Cro\vn 8vo, cloth, 39. 6iL 
Cobban (J. Maclaren), Novels by. 

The Curo of BouIb. '^VU, llluMt.Urd [>'>.irii->, 7 i. 

The Red Sultan. < luuii Sxo, Hi.ih rMn. , p-M Cw>. illi.Mr.tf.- 1 l-nir-N, ar. 

The Burden of Isabel. ( Ki^Mi Km, ( Ifilli I \ir.i ^ 6/ 

Coleman (John). —Curly : An Actor’s Story. With 21 Illustrations 

li> J C Ool.l MAN ( rowii B\o, pu tiirc over, ir. 

Coleridge (M. E.).— The Seven Sleepers of Ephesus. Fcap 8vo, 

rioth, rr 611' , Iratlirrctte. it 

Collins (C. Allston). — The Bar Sinister. Post 8vo, boards, 25. 
Collins (John Cliurton, M.A.), Books by. 

Illustrations of Tennyson. Lioun (.lo.ln xira, fx 

Jonathan Swlf A tphu ii m.i ( rru ii ‘ mkU i r.>«ii .'vn I'vir.i, hi 

Colltns (Mortimer and Frances), Novels by. 

(. (iotlu-xtr,i, 31 6t/eKli pi.M illuMr it. .1 iMi.ir'l'., 't c.u 1\ 

From Hldnldht to Mldnl|{ht. { BlaohsmUh and Scholar. 

Tranimldrailon. I Yon Play me False. | The Village Comedy. 

r<-‘t “mi, il1>islr.tp 'I pd.irJs, 7j ^uli 

Bweet Anne Page. | A Fight with Fortune. | Sweet and Twenty. | Prancea. 

Collins (Wilkie), Novels by. 

Crown flvo, (.IjtiLli <jxlr,j, maiij Iihi-vir ii» M. tc oi, rv ’i p. st Sm., pi. Hire lio-irds-, ji en li , 

Llofh l.nip, aT f) i ra. Ii 

Antonina. My MfBcellanleB. Jezebel's Daughter. 

Basil. Armadale. The Blaok Robe. 

Hide and Seek. Poor Miss Flnoh. Heart and Bolence. 

The Woman In White. Miss or Mra .7 ‘1 Say No,' 

The Moonstone. The New Magdalen. A Rogue's Life. 

Man and Wlfs. The Frozen Deep. The Evil Genius. 

After Dark. The Law and the Lady. , Little Novels, 

The Dead Secret. i The Two Destinies. The Legacy ot Cal'* 

The Queen of Hearts. ' The Haunted Hotel. Blind Love. 

Mo Name. The Fallen Leaves. I 

Pori'l. VR Metliuni Svo. 6</. 0 ich , Jo'h, m- „ 

The Woman in White. I The Moonstone. j Antonina. 

The Woman In White Jii'l The Moonstone, r.ijiri jN, in One' \'o!unie. mcniii'n 

rtvo, i loth, J/. 

Colman’s (Georjfej Humorous Works; ‘Broad Grins,’ 'My Night- 
gown jmi '■•lipi'CMs,' A:c. U itli I.ife .uni I nmiMpircc. ( r^nvn R\rt, t loth i vlr •, 61/ 

Colquiloun (M. J.).— Every Inch a Soldier, Crown 8vo, cloth, 

V All’ . poM hvo, illustrniteJ lioanls, .-r. _ 

Colt- breaking:, Hints on. By W. M Hutchison. Cr 8 vo,c1.,_3s, frf. 
Convalescent Cookery. By Catherine Ryan. Cr. 8vc»,j^. ; cl., ir. 6rf. 
Conway (Moncure D.), Works by. 

Demonology and Devll*Lore. With 6^ Illnsir.Uions Two Vol^ , ilopiv Pvo, riotli, adr. 

George Washington's Rules of ClyMlty._ Ht aji vt iiou^ ■ . -s 

Cook (Dulton), Novels by. 

Post S\o, iJlil’ilr.Uoil liiwrils, M.iMih 

IjSO. I Paul Foster's Daughter._ 

Cooper (Edward H.).— Qeoffory Hamilton. Cr, 8vo. cioth, 35 6J. 
Cornw'aU.— Popular Romances of the Wqst of England ; or“ the 

Drulls. Traiiiilons, and Siiporstiiions of Old Conn* .ill Colle-ctisd by Rop.hR i' lICNT, E,R,S With 
Two Stud rintes by GF.OKt.P LKUIK.sUANI^ ^ *'''!• „ 

Coles (V. Cecil). —Two Qlrls bii a Barge. With 44 Illustrations by 

J- H TtjWNSENU. 1 ‘o st avn, cloth. . j. bd. J 

Craddock (C. Egbert), Stories by. 

The Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains. Post 8vo, ilU-stratcd boards u. 

Hi e Vani shed Star. C row n Ov o. t i.i;l _ 

{TranT (Kalph Ad^inis),— Black SpfrlU and Whited Few 8vo, 

' i'IoUj Ijt. 6»t', 
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CrclMii (II. N.). Books by. 

Romances of ih« Old Beraailo. AVitti aB lUu<>tritions by S L, Woou. Cro\sn Svo, doth, 3f. &/. 
Tales of the Callphi Crown cloti*, jr. 

The Nazarenes: A Dr.uii.i ( KiwnR\o, ir 

Crim (Matt.). --Adventures of a Fair Rebel. Crown 8vo, cloth- 

<1. wilh •! FrontiSipiprc by DAN Bi- ARn, ^r. M , po'il Svn, lllusiraicil l^oanlSr aj. 

Crockett (S. R.) and others. -- Tales of Our Coast. By S. if. 

t RiX KM'I, CiLTM'Rr 1 'ARKFB. HaROLP l-RFOl.RU:. * O \V LbARiC RliS'^FlI,. Witli a 

llluMrdliaii'j by Trank BRANC^WYN Cionri (Intli. (m/. 

Croker (Mrs. B. M.), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

, poAt 8vo, illii!>tr:ilC(I l>oarils, c.itli; (I<»th limp. ,'i. 6iC o.iUi. 

Pretty Miss Neville. I Diana Barrington. I A Family Llkeneas. 

A Bird of Passage. I Proper Pride. I ‘To Let.' 

Village Tales and Jungle Tragedies. | Two Masters. Mr. Jervis. 

Married or Single 7 I The Real Lady Hilda. 

r rown fivo, cKrth rKtr.!, '<f t>>/ eich. 

In the Kingdom of Kerry. I In terfer enoe. | A Third Parsom 

Beyond the Pale. «vn, biiiViani, 6f 

Miss Balmalne’s Past. ( row u .‘‘vm, buLlu.iin, gilt top, ^ 

Criiikshank’s Comic Almanack. Ccjmplelii in Two Skrmis The 

1 from iR,!; til 1 =^ 4 ^. tb'* ‘■jFCONIi, frum 1844 lo 18^4 A Gat-heriiig of t'le Bo'.t Humour of 

i K'lrivlRAY, MOIII). MAYIUW, At Hl.Kl SMITH. Alllc Kbi'l , Ruin K J BROtH.ll, &C. With 
Mtrin rojs LiigrAVings anj Wooikuts by CU.OKt.H t RUIKSHANK, MlNJ , LANHliLLS, Jet 

1 Mil ViiK , (loviuSio. doth gilt, 7J (xi ctcli. 

The Life of George Crulkshank. By fii ANCilARn Jr rkoi n. With 84 Illustrations .srcl z 
Jbi liograpliy. Crown 8vo, doth t\lra, 3T. M 


Cummlni;: (C. F. Gordon), Works by. Demy 8vo, cl. ex., 85 6 d. ea. 

In the Hebrides. With an Autotype Frontispiece .iiul Tlliislnliiins. 

In the Himalayas and on the Indian Plains. With 44 llliisi rations. 

Two Happy Years In Ceylon. With s8 Jllii$tr.nioiis. 


Yla Cornwall to Egypt. With a Rhotogravurc rrmuispici e DnnyHso, doth, 7r fxi. 


Cus.sans (John E.).— A Handbook of Heraldry; with Instructions 

for I'ruinjf Pndigrees ami Dt't iiihering Ancunl MSS., Jtf. Fourth l ihHoii, rcrlsed, mth 408 Wooikuts 
,111 1 j ( olniiriol Plates, t rown R\o, tloth exti.i, fir 

Cyples (W.). —Hearts of Gold. Cr. 8vo, ci.^ y. ci. ; post 8vo, Ms. , 2s. 
Daudet (Alphonse).— The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. Crown 

biO, cloth extra. >». 6<^. , pot.t 8vo. UU'str.ued boards, ax. 

Davenant (Francis, M. A.).— Hints for Parents on the Choice of 

. .1 Fiofessioii kr llicir Sonv win n Starting tn Life Crown 8»o, cMh, it ftn 

Davidson (Hugh Coleman).— Mr. Sadler's Daughters. With a 

I'lOiitispiece by .S PAM l V WonT> t nnHu Rvo. • loth cMr.n, 0 ' 

Davies (Dr. N. E. Yorke-), Works by. Cr. bvo, is ea ; cl,, u, 6rf, ea. 

One Thousand Medical Maxims and Surgical Hints. 

Murseiv Hints : A Motln * s (.uide m Health ami Disease 

Foods for the Fat 1 A Tn-dtise on Corpulency, anda Dicury for its Cure. 

Alds to Long Life, f rown 8vo, ;’f ; clnlh Innp, 6if 

Davies' (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Collected and Edited^ 1 

null Intiij.hictKm .iml Note;., by Rev A. B. CrO'Iari, I) D 1 wo Vols , CToiul Evoi doth, yt. 6 ii. r.lch. 

Dawson (Erasmus, M.B.).— The Fountain of Youth. Crown 8vo, 

I I'ltli uxtra, with Two IllustT.iiioni by HV.'IE NiSUi- 1, yi 6./- . poii 8vo, illu''.tri)[tcd honrHs, ax. ( 

De Guerin (Maurice), The journal of. Edited by G, S. Trkbutien. 

Wiili .1 Memoir by SAINT F-DEfn'n, Translated from tlie aoMi French Edition by jF-iSfE P. FROTH* js 
j^i.IivM Fcap Bvo, half bound, jf fiY *' - z 

De Maistre (Xavier).— A journey Round jny Room. Translated;'!' 

I>y HENRY ATIYVTjLL. Fi)>l Kvo, lIoIIi limp, ai 6</ ^ i 

De MIlie (James).— A Castle in Spain. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, wj^ii }j 

A FroiUimuwio. q*. 6/f ; po‘ 1 8 vo, ilhisLrated bo.irds, ax J 

Derby (the) ; the Blue Ribbon of the Turt With Brief Account! 1 ^' 

of THE OAKS. By LOb'I', Hi VKY CURZON. Crown Bvo. cloth Ump, , I J . 
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berwent (Leitli), Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. od, ea,,; post 8vo, 2s. ea. 

_ Our l^yjof Teonu I Clpoe’a Lovers. 

bbwAr (T. R.).— A Ramble Round the Qlobe. \Vith 220 Iliusi,ra* 

liohs. Crown ftvo, cloth extra, 6J. ^ 

be Windt (Harry).— Throuj^:h the Gold-Fields of Alaska to 

_ ^rlng Btralts. W»vh M.‘p .mil fiill-patii; ]lliistrntu>i>s Dfmy 'Wo. cli>thexirn, rfijr. 

Dickens (Charles).— About Enj^land with Dickens. By A-likko 

KIMMP.R. With 57 Illustration*, by C. a VANDiiRHuor. ALriii.l) KiMMPK and others. S<iiiarebxo, 
clotli extra, 7j. fni 

Diet Iona rlesT~ 

The Reader'a Handbook of Atluefons, References, Plots, and Stories, r.v il'f* 
r ( . UKTA I R, L L D Wit!, .m isil RiJJLini .K AMIS I'ji.wii P\i., usu i, 7^. u-V 

Authors ajtd their Works, with the Dates. Cnmn luiip. -i 

A Olotlonary of Miracles: liniitiue, ki . iIisul. ami l r>y tiu< Kev. v. c. JlKiwi.r, 
I L.l) ( riiwii t'.Vd, I loth, t-p 

FamlJIar Bhort Sayings of Great Men. With llistonc.il ami Kx|>l imitory Notes by Sami'p:. 
• A. iJt'Nl, AM t ri'Wii Hso. chAli extr.i, js Oti, 

The Bla^ DIflttonary : l-tviiiolo,;ii .il, lli'toru.il, .nml AnfCiIittil, ( rovin Kio, ch.lli, ric (if 
Words, raeta, and Phrases: A Dutuui.iry < t i miou , ijn mu, .'ikI Om of the Way Mattel . r\ 
1 tkl /I K bi)\\ AHtiS ( lovwii 5 Jvt). tlotU e\lr.i, luf 

Dldenot. — The Paradox of Acting. 'I'ranslatct!, with Noil's, bv 

\\ A/ 1»:p Hl'I'Rll'*' J*111 loi, K'. With Frtl.icc hj Mi 111 M V IU\ ix., ( ' >1* u tho. p.io liii.. nt 41 of. 

Dobson (Austin), Works by. 

Thomas Bewick and his Pupils. With lHm(r,.<i< r.* Si|ii r, .'•,<1.1’. (^ 

Pour Frenchwomen. Wuh l-nur Rortr.ut,,. (rowniho n.iki.un t^'li '"ih '' ' 

Eighteenth Century Vignettes, In ' l iiui l wit s i r-wn l la i,nm, *'m o'kIi, 

Dobson (W. T.). -Poetical ingenuities and Eccentricities. 

clolh lull]!, 2X 01’. 

Donovan (Dick), Detective Stories by. 

Post Si‘). illiistr.ticd boaiiU. 'is each , .loth llitiR, vs (nf eii li 

The Man -Hunter. | Wanted! I A Deteotlve's Triumphs. 

Caught at Last. | In the Grip of the Law- 

Tracked and Taken. I From Information Received. 

Who Poisoned Hetty Dunoan 7 I Link by Link, j Dark Deeds 

Busplelon Aroused. } Riddles Read. 

Crown 8v.), < loth t xlr i, jr 6if. cai h t p<At h\o. illustraloil bt-ards, jx i‘ kIi , clolli, 3x fi f 1* ic h 

The Man from Manchester. With at nhi*.i>.itii>ii*; 

Tracked to Doom. With Six nill-iM;!*' IDuitrations by (kiROON 

The Mystery of Jamaica Terrace. 

The Ghronlclee of Michael Danevitch, of the Russian Secret Service. 

Dowling (Richard) .--Old Corcoran’s Money. Crown 8vo, cl., 39. fW. 
Doyle (A. Conan)-— ijiie Flm jp^GIrdiestone. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. <y. 
Dramatists, The Old. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., with Portraits. ^9 (yd. per Vol. 

Ben Joneon'e Works, With Notes, Critical ami ILxplniintoiy, and a H*. -i , plural M^^tii'iir by 
W'lLLIAM C.lH-ORtx Iidited by Colonel CUNNtNGH AM. Tliree V«k 
Chupnian’e Works. Three VoK Vol 1. contains the Plays cniii|iU>tt- ; ^'i)l II , Ri^ms ami Minor 
Traiislaiionvwilh an I'ssay by A.C SwlNbtiKNn ; Vol HI , Tr.iiislationsol iliu lli-'d <iii<l ( >d}'!.isv') , 
Marlowe'S works, i'clited, with Nole^,. by Culoiiol CUNNlNGflA.M. Ouo t'ol 
Mastlnger'e Plays._ rrom i;in-oRi>'b Tcxt._Hdit« d by Colon, l i unmni.u \.m. (me Vol . 

Duncan (Sara Jeilnnette: Mrs. Eveuard Cotes). Works'by. 

Crown R\(i, cloth rxtr.i, 7 r 6./ pjch 

A Social Departure With m lllusiraiioiuby F. II ri.>AVNspN'ti 
An American Glri in London. Wuh a.) liluxiralions by I'. H. TOWnsumo 
i The Simple Adveuturae of a Memeahib. \Vitii 37 Iiiustiatiuns by i* 11 TowN',bM). 


Crown fivo. doth extra, jtr, 6*/ each 

Vernon'e Au 


I _ A Daughter of To-Day. ^ I Vernon'e Aunt. \^itli 47 lllu^yiratum** by Hai. 11i/ks'i\ 

butt fRomesh C«j.-'England and India; A KccorJ of Progress 

' during Oas Hundred Years. Crown 8vo, cloth, ax. 

>yer (T- F. Thiseltonj- — The Folk«Lore of Plants. Cr 8vo, ci.,J>s. 
ifly English Poets. Edited, with Introductions and Annotations 

Tiy Rev. A. B. GKaSAKf. D.D. Crtiwfi 8vo. cloth boards, v"- IM'' Volume. 

f Vleteker's lOtleel Complete Poeme. One Vnt. 

‘ Mevfei’ (Sir John! Complete PoetleeJ Worke. Two Vois. 

Merrlek'e (Robert) Complete Collected Poems. Thm* WiK 
I Sidney^ (Sir Philip ) Com piete P oetica l Wor ke. Three Vols. 

jBdgcumi^ (Sir E. R« Pearce).- Zephyrus: A Holiday in Brazil 

uaden the;. River PUite. With \i lUustrattonlr. Crown 8vo, cTnlh extra, 5X. 
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Edwardes (Mrs. Annie), Novels by. 

Tost Hvii, illustrjSrd Iwi.trJ' , ?r o trii. 

Arohla Lovell. I A Point of Honour. 

Edwards (Ellezer).* Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dictionnry 

o! ( iiiiniis, Iiiil < >|I| III till W Ij' ( In .ijH'r 1 il Ill'll, f riiWil bvi', i I'llll, V f"/. 

Edw'ards (M. Beiham-), Novels by. 

Kitty. rf)<it iiiii. I.iunls, .-r , r l"tli 21. 6r^. | Fcllcla. Td' I n. illu'.trnicd bn.irds 

Eirerton (Rev. J. C., M.A.). Sussex Folk and Sussex Ways. 

AVUi' liHroiliiclKiii Im Ki*' l>i II M K. and ri»ur Ilhislr.ilmiii ( roivii 8vo, lIuiIi c\lra, 

EjtiCi^ston (Edward).— Roxy : A^'ove^^ PostJlivi), illubt boards. 25. 
Enj^lisliman's Mouse, The: A Practical Guide for Selecting or Biiild- 

uijj.iHoirr. By < J Klf’K \RIJVis*. 1 oloiirrd I ii-iiiispu*! >* nnd S34 IHust*;. Cr K\i'. clotli, 

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.S.A.), Works by. 

Th« Lira and Tlnnos of Prlnee Charloa Stuart. i ount oi Alb.my O m- Yoi.n^. pKt.n N- 

JihRi. Wall a l’fi7ir.iit ('r»>wn Rvo, dutli cxtri, - <.i'. 

Stories from the State Papers. ^\itii .Vuiotypc J niiuispu-i i> Cr'iwn 8mi, lIoiIi, 6 i 

Eyes, Our: How to Preserve Them By (ohn Browning. O Sw), is . 
Familiar Short Sayings of Great Men., By Samuei: Arthur Bent, 

AM. I'llth I.diMoii, Ivi u>( i ,ii)d i ii!.iry><''il ( n <1111 .Sv.>, < loth exlra, 6jif. 

Faraday (Michael), W'orks by. Post cSvo, cloth extra, -1.1. each. 

The Chemical History of a Candle: 1 .*'tiii«^ •lilixinil Itii.ri' .1 luMDih' AuduMM rdiicd 
hv Wll I.IA.M LKiitiM 'i. 1 ( S With mi.Mcit ns Jli.i ir.iin>ii- 

On the Various Forces of Nature, and thcilr Rulatlous to each other. I ditud hy 
WlJ.LIAM_CliOOk»-s, I' t S Willi lllustraliMiis 

Farrer (J. Anson), Works by. 

Military Manners and Cuetoms. < u>\vu '■vo, 1 inth b\ti >, '.i 

War: 'I liTfC FssAys, mpTint<- d fro tn ' Milit.irj M.iinifis uid ( iiMonis ' < rown *lvo y , ilmh, ij bit. 

Fenn ((J. Manviile), Novels by. 

C’rowfi 8v(j. f exlfii, jr. 6(/. each , pu*.! Pvo, illiistritcd IkmiiIs, sr c.irh. 

The Mew Mletrees. ) Witness to the Deed. 1 The Tiger Lily. | The White Virgin. 
A Woman Worth Winning. ( rnxMi Kvo, doth, tup, f.» 

Fin-Bee. — The Cupboard Papers: Observations on the Art of Living 

and Duiiiitf, riotli linip, ji 67. 

Fireworks, The Complete Art of Making ; or, The i'yrotechnist’s 

Treasury. Ily THOMAS KF.S'H'sH. Wrth 267 ll uitralions Lro%yn {!mi, c,l'ith, 51 _ 

First Book, My. By Walter Besant, James Pays, W. Clark Rus- 

-srt.i.CKAM Ar.r.i.N, Mali. Catsk, Giom.K R .Sms. kiihvari) Kin is'C, A. Conan DOYLE. 
M K ntiADUdN. B W' Riimnson, 11 RiiJi.It Haoc.aku. R M. Hai r.ANi'VNr, J Za.n< wii.r. 
MoKI.FY KOJILKIS, IJ CllKlSriH ML'KRAY. MANY ('(iRri I f, J K lKKO\|l. JuHN S'l h VNi.I? 
WisitR, Brm II NNII', ■ O Kom R'J 1 H rii\N4N,,indK L S'ii-vrN‘ (I.v With ;i Pref.Uury .'lory 
by Jl'KOMKK JhKOMh.^iuI i 8=5 JlUittraiiors. A Nru I dition Siii.ill demy Bvu, .iri iip.eii, 31 

Fitzgerald .^Percy), Works by. 

Little Bssaysi IVisvif^cs Trom the Letter!, of CiMki 1 s 1 \UI< I'ncit r\\ >, doth, 67 . 

Fatal Zero- Crown 8^0, cloth extra, 3J. 6<^. , poi^t 8v(i, illniiridd lioaul-., ai. 

Post 8vo. lilustr.itod ho irds. i.ich 

Bella Donna* | The Lady of Brantome. I The Second Mrs. Tlllotson. 

Polly. 1 Never Forgotten. I Seventy-flve Brooke Street. 

The Life of James Boswell (of Aiiclnnlrck) With llhmls. Two Vols , dcinv 8vo, rluth, 94r. 
The Savoy Opera. With (.n lllustr.itions und Penti uts. Cniwn 8vo, i loih, 31 67 . 

Sir Henry IrvlngJ '1 wenly Years at the l.>‘’eiini With PnrlMit. Cro«n «vo, ir . doih, ir ft./ 

Flammarion (Camille), Works by. 

Popular Astronomy: A Ceiier.il Dfscnjitum of .hr lle.iveiiT TMiishted by 1 I'CI ARf’ UORG, 
T K A S W'lth 'I liree FI.ilcs ,ind 384 llhi'.tr.ilioii',. Mi'diiau 8vo. doth, lor. M. 

Urania: A RoiTiance, Wuh 87 lUustr.iUons. Ciowii Bvo, riolh rxtn, <;r. 

Fletcher's (Giles, B.O.) Complete Poems: Christ’s Victorie in 

Heaven, ( lirist's \'iLtorie on I- .irih, Christ’-. l'riiinit>h over T^c.itli, and Minor I'niiiin. W>th Notes hy 
Re'_A. n. l.MOSAU 1 , 1 ) 1 ) Cronn K\o, ( loth hoards, ^r. ft//. 

Fonblanane {AlbnnY)< --Fihbv 1 ucre. i^ost 8 vo, illusL. boards, ?i. 
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Forbes (Archibald).— The Life of Napoleon fH. With Photo- 

, IVuntjspwT,* ninl Thirty six full pajfe llhi'lntiou. Duiiiy >tvi>, il ilh, ;filt t-Tp. rrf. 

Fowler (J. Kersley).— Records of Old Times : llistoricai, Social, 

F'olitic al, Sportinjf, ami Ajfrii uluirnl tVitli I'iiflit full-pajfi- Illustrations Demyftv^o i,l'-tli. roJ 6Y 

Francillon (R. E.), Novels by. ” 

(’rnunfivo, rinlh *.*xtra, yr r,,/ «Mih . post 8i'o, illiisti.ijrr! boards, sr. each. 

One b]f One. I A Real Queen. j A Dog and hla Shadow. 

Ropea of Sand. Illusir-ucd 

I'osl K\o, i|lir.|rat(‘i[ Ixiciids, ji erti h 

Qneen Cophetua. I Olympia. | Romances of the Law. | King or Knave? 

Jn ok Doyle’s Daughter. (.r.iAn sxo, chuii ^ ______ 

F'rederlc (Harold), Novels by. Post 8vo, cloih extra, 35. Od. each, 

ilhl -Iratcd bnards o.uh 

Beth’s JirothoF's Wife. I The Lawton Girl. _ _ 

French Literature, A History of. By Hknry Van Laun. Three 

, ilciny Ri(0. clutli liunrrls, ^r, t:.i< h 

Fry’s (Herbert) Royal Ouide to the London Charities. Edited 

liyjDSlN l,A.Nh I’ubhslie'l Aniui.illy . ( row ii Gvo. i loth, iv 60'. 

(iard^iilnj; Books. Post Svo, 15. each; cloth limp is. Od. each. 

a Year'e WorkJn Garden anil Greenhouse. Uv «>) <•' > nnv 

Household Hortleulture. V,\ roM nud Ianu it jtif'ii n lilu^tmcd. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. It) Tou Jt-Fi- h.d 

My Garden Wild, lly Tk \nti:. o iinyrn. t.'r<mv^<>vo JoUi. lyilt cibp*;, fir ^ 

Gardner (Mrs. Alan). -Rifle and Spear with the Raipoots : Bcimr 

the N’.'trr.itiv,* of ,i W’uUm s linvi.! .in I Sp-'it ni Nortlifin lulu ^\ ith ii’i'iiinn, , lllu luitini. by llu* 
\iithor and 1' 11. loWNslMi Otuuy 4«o l.,ill>bi>'in<l, au 

Garrett (Edward).— The Capel Girls: A Novel. I'ost Svo, illustratf d 

bchuds, jr 

Gauiot (Paul). —The Red Shirts: A Siorv of ihe KevohUion Trans- 

liKilliN JU, V{< 1 tl K'^ \N Ilh .1 I-K'ulispii ' « l‘ysi\\5>) Wi-ih Cn vmw,. i . Ic'h, if o ■' 

Gentleman’s Ma^razlne, The. 15. Monthly Contains Stones, 

Artu iipuu I lUTUiin', hacnce, Ruiyjiajil'j ud Art and * Table Talk * by SYLVANt's URllAN. 
l\t'ume' /or >ftrnt T ft A/ rat/t < ('rr<'i /"(’> ji r'.tiA 

Gentleman’s Annual, The. I'nbhshed Annually m is. 

German Popular Stories. Collected by the Brothers fxRiMM and 

Ti.iiislalPfl by I'Or.AR T<vYl.OR. Wiih Iniioduciion by JollN l\l sKlN, and .'ji stful Plaips after 
l.KOKi.li: CI:IMKS»avk. Si|iiare «v.>. doth, m u.j' ; k'lr c.1h**s, 7 f. o f. 

Gibbon (Chas.), Novels by. Cr. Svo.cl , is. 6d. ea.; po.stSvo, bds., 2s. ea. 

Robin Gray. M'lth ]moiiii‘^|ii('< i* I Loving a Dream. 

The Golden Shalt. ^Vllh I'ninnspu | Of High Degree. 

I’li.l Hvu, ilhistijti'il bjariK sj luOi 

The Flower of the Forest. In Love and Wat. 

The Dead Heart. A Heart's Problem. 

For Lack of Gold. By Head and Stream. 

What Will the World Say? The Braee of Yarrow. 

For the King. I A Hard Knot. Fancy Free. 

Quean of the Meadow. In Honour Bound. 

In Paaturea Green. j Hearfa Delight. I Blood ^loney. 

Gibney (Somerville).— Sentenced I Crown bvo, cloth, is. OJ 
Gilbert (W. S.), Original Plays by. In Three Series, 2S. 6d. each. 

Tl I' bins r SRRIK'' cfini.iui" The Wicked World— ryiUM-ilior. a. id \l.il ite.i— Cluiity—Thc Prince‘>s— 
1 he of Tiiiih- Tii.il bv Jury. 

Thi hl'coNi) .Shk ir.ii . Urokeii llearti. - Swccihc,uli«— GrL’l.i.lu;n - rXm Utiicc — 1 oin Cobb 
—II M S. ‘ Pinafore '—The Sorcerer -The Piratf. of P, n* "H'' 

The THIRD -SHRIHii; Comedy ami Tr.iKedv— FoREfiTty's b.iirv -Rom ncra^^t^ .nnd Giilldpiistern - 
Patienrc— Prlnrcss Ida - The Mikado— Rvuidufore— The Ycoiiien of the ljuard— The Oondohera — 
The Mountebudt!.— Utopia. ^ ' 

Bight Original Comlo Operas written l>y Vf. S. Gilkert. In Two Series T>emy 8io, iloth, 
at 6Y. each. The First cntilalnlne' The Sorcerer— II M S ‘Piiiaforc'—ThePifatesorPen.TanLe-- 
lolanthe— Patience— Princess Ida— The Mikado— Trial by Jury. 

The Second SERIE-A cnntammff' TheGontlolwrs—Tho Grand Duke— The Yeomen of theCuard— 
His Excellency— Utopia, IJnmeil— Ruddifjorc— The MouidobaTiks -Haste to the WedJinij. 

Thu Gilbert and Sullivan Birthday Bookt Quouitions fnr EieryDayin the Year, selectcil 
from Plays by W. S Gii.rir.RT set to Mu-Slr Vv Siy A- SbT I.IVAN. Compiled by AbEX WAI'SON. 
Ro^.il r6nj(V Japanese Je Hirer, -'t. Cd. 



10 CMATTO & WINDIJS, Publishers, in St. Martin’s Lane. London. W.C.^ 
Gilbert (William), Novels by. Post 8vo. illustrated bds , 2 S. each. 

Dr. Austin's Guests. I James Duke. Coatermontfee. 

The Wizard of the Mountain. I 

Glaiiville (Ernest), Novels by. 

<. rov, n 8 vd, rlotij i‘\ii j. v 6t-‘ r ii h , yo-A fivo, iUiisIratcd bonnl-i. iir enrh 
The Lost Heiress ! A ! .)'<* of I fA**. .md Adienlun "Vtiilt Two liliistr.iiionj by H. NiSUeT 

The Fosslcher : Kom.nut of Ma l.oiial.viul. With 1 vio llhi'lialiDiis by IlUMl- NlSUhl. 

A Fair Colonist. V\ uii a I'roiuisinete l>y Si ANUKY Wo<ji>- 

The Golden Rock, w iib .1 FronUspicte by STANLEY Wood. Crown Svo, C l^lh extra, 3^- 6i. 
Kloof Yarns, t'tmvi' hi>», puiure I'ovrr, ir ; cloth, is tii. 

Tales from the Veld. U nh I'welwc lllubirations by M Nihlliir. Ctuun &vo, tiolh, 3^ 6./ , 

Glenn V (George).— A Year’s Work inf Garden and Greenhouse: 

ri.vcu'il A'b ILC.IS lollic M i.i.iifciJUMUoftho Mower. Fruit, .ind 1 laiiit ('..irdou, Post8vo, is . ; doth, is.fxi. 

Godwin (William). -Lives of the Necromancers^ 

Golden Treasury of Thought, The: An Encyclopaedia o£ yuovA- 

llON'-. I dllcd by '1 Hl-ODOKT*. 1 AYUU’ C rowu Svo, tloth yill. V-f- 6^- ^ „ 

Cjoiitaut, Memoirs of the Duchesse de (Gouveruante to th'e Chil- 

« 1 h II .<1 I r.inn ), 177 With Two Vholoiriaxnies. Two Voli , dt'iiiy 81. o. cloth 4 xtj.i, 

Goodman (E. J.).- The F‘atc of Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo, y/6d. 
(ireeks anil Romans, The Life of the, desciilxjd from Antique 

Miinnuif’ul . llybKNM (.I'llt md W. KoM R. F.dited by Dr b. IIl'l'Ril- R With 1^4; llhr^tT.!- 
1 >r,;c c'^own 8\o, doth uxtr.i, 7J. bJ. 

Greville (Henry), Novels by. 

w- l*./sl Kvo, illustratoil bo.irds, ar. e.«ch. 

Mikanor. 'f r.msUlod by FT t/A I- fJiAsr 

A Noble Woman._Tnivl,it<(n<y /ViJ'KkJ T) N'anijam 

Griffith (Cecil). - Corinthia Marazion: A Novel. Crown Svo, cloth 

I \li 1, 'n. (yf . post H\o, illii<^trn(od bo.irds 

Grundy (Sydney).— The Days of his Vanity: A Passage in the 

1 ifc Ml .1 Vonir, M.m, Crown hvo, ( lylhtxlra, 3.7. 6 ti. ; post 8\«. , ’Iiusl rated boards, 

llabbcrton (John, Author of ' Helen’s E ibies ’), Novel.9 by* 

I’ciiit Svo, illustrator! board‘d, ax c.u*. : iloi’i hiiip, ar €,/. each. 

Brueton's Bayou. | Country Luck. 

Hair, The: Tt.s Treatment in Health, Wcaknes.s, and Disease, Tian?- 

Kih'd from the f.t'riii,iii of Dr. J ( rown Sio, ir ; rlolli, u 6<f. 


Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems hy. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex.,6j. each. 

Now Symbols. Legends of the Morrow. | The Borpent Play. 


Malden Ecstasy. Small .tto, rWh rxtr.i, Sr 

Halifax (C.).-'Dr. Rumsey’s Patient. By Mrs. L. T. Meade and 

t,T I) I iiRlJ n^Lll'AX. M D. Crown .Svo, doth, v. bt/ 

Hall (Mrs. S, C.).— Sketches of Irish Character. With numerous 

Illustrations on .SiecI .ind Woo<l by MACLIbk, ClLlthKT, liAKV h.Y, and ('.EOK(;u CKUikSHANk. 
Small demy Hvo, iloth exlra, 71. 

Hall (Owen), Novels by. 

The Track of a Storm. Che ipcr F.ditlon. Crown 8vo, cloth, .v> 

Jetsaniu_Cjrciw^Bvo, rioth , 3.T M. 

Halljda^ ( Andrew).— Ev ery "day Pa pers. P^t 8vo, boards. 2 s. 
Handwritingyc The Philosophy of. \Vith over 100 Facsimiles and 

lixphinalMry Ti^t. Jly Don IM.IX DF SALAMANt ^A, l V.t 8vO, cloth limp, ax, <W. 

Hanky-Panky : Easy and Difficult Tricks, White Magic, Steight of 

Jland,^c hitiW'd bv W 11 CRf-M! K. Wiili too Illiistintion^. Crotm 8vo, cloth extra, 4£. <i.f. 

Hardy (Thomas). - Under the Greenwood Tree, Crown Svo, cloiU 

extr.!, with portratt anq i-j Illiislrciuoii?, 31. 61/. . postBvo, illustrated boards, m , doth Utnp, a/, 



6hArf6 A WINDUSJ>^litlieM. MI fSt. Martin's L^ine, London, W.C. M 
Harte*s (Bret) Collected Works. Revised by the Author. LIHRARV” 

I'.DITION, in Nine Volumes, c^o^v^^ 8v'o, cloth extra, f>s. each. 

Vol. 1 . COMI'LHTR POHTlCAi- ANJ> OhSMAIIC WORKS. Witli .SK i.l-pUle J'oitr.Ut, 

„ II. Tiiii Luck ok roarin(; t. ami*— lioHEMiArJ Paphrs— ami ujcak i.kc.j sd. 

„ III. Tales of thk Argon A i;is-r as ikrn skrichi-s 
„ IV. Gabriel CONROY. | V'^oi. v SioRits— CONOENShO Novi r.s. A'c. 

«, VI. Talks of the Pacific slope. 

„ VII. Talus ok the Paciml Si oi*u - If. V/uh PortrJt by John Pl rriF, r< A. 
t, VlU. Talks oi- mu Pine and iiit CypRi'S'i 
„ IX. buckeye and ChakParhl. 

Brot Harift'a Choice Workc, m Prose ami Verse Witti Poririll ot the Author ami 40 1!bi^- 
tr.iUniis. Cro*»n 8^0, cloth, 35 Cd. 

Bret Hartc'c Poetical Works. Pnuleil on h.iml m I'k paper Cronn I'vo, buckram, 4r 6 /L 
Borne Later Vereae. Crown Svo. lint n i*>iL ■;>. 

The Quoen of the Pirate lele. Uirh aS oni^lnal Drawing's b^ Ka i i (^.ki i n aiv w, (epru4lii'.eJ 
in Loloiiis by P.DMUND l-.V'ANS Small 4to. t loth. 

l rnwii Rv4i, cloth exlrn, 3\ t'*/ e.uh ; po'.t 8vo, picture Im.iiA'., ?r PiUli. 

A Waif of the Plains. Wnh 6» illustriitime. by si ANl KV L WixHi 
A Ward of the Golden Gate. With iilustr.)iitm'» by Si am.i-y l. Wdod 
(. rowu 8vo, clolh exti.i, 31' 6</ eacli 

A Sappho of Green fringe. Acr Wuli 1 wu llbisir.ition>, by lit; Mr Nispf i 
^C olonel Btarbottle'e Client, and Some Other People. Wuii .1 i r.iuLis^Mice. 

Buey: A Novel Witb rroutispus o ;ui(l Vig^nt iteby I A. CllRlSlii: 

8a^ Dowc. A’C. With 47 lIliiMr.ilions by W. 1) At MiiND ami ollin.s 
A Pvotedee of Jack Hamlln'a, &c. vviih 2Ml!u>.ii.ii<<m» by w smmi .m.l other-.. 

The Bell-BInger of Angel's, Ac. With i!lii>;iiaiioiis by I)l di kv II vkdy anrt . ibei^. 
Giarence t A Story ufthe Aiuerlrati War. With I iiflit lllustr.itioiis b> A JLII \ 

Barker’s Luck. iSc with )g Illustiattons by A I tiKHsriKK, Fai;l H akdv, 

Devil's Ford, V'iih n P'roniispime by W. ll. ov 1 jtKNii. 

The Crusada of the *' Excelsior." W1ib.1l louttspiereby J Bi iivakd Piu iRiih r 
Three Partners ; or 'llm Bit; Strike on Hexiy rn-e I hll W iib l 'nils' i.iiiuie* l>v | tfUi.ii ii 
Tales of Trail and Town. Wab I routispim e by g. P j \i om» tliuiji 

Post KirO, lllilsUali ll laMiil' , .•» < b 

Gahrlsl Conroy. | The Luck of Roaring Camp, Ac 

An Heiress of Red Dog, Ac. ... I Calltornian Stories. 

PuM 8vo, ilbiMi.itmi bojiils, '''. each, r loth, 1 1, I'j.i imiIi. 

Flip. I Maruja< I A Phyllis of the Sierras. 

Haweis YSirsT fir R,)T Books by. 

The Art of Beauty. With Colonrcil Pronuspioi't* <iii<l 91 Illiisfi itloiiv S'lpiare tfivn, rlotli IxU , ot 
The Art of Docoratlon. Witli Coloured l*r(>nti«^pi/'.-o .111(1 ',4 lliiisir ui>>ni. Sq Svo,.do[li bdt. , Uj. 
The Art of Drees, with 32 lUusii.itions. Post cvo, 14- , «.baii, n. od 
Chaucer for Schools, i^emy thro, cloth limp, jr. <„{. 

Chaucer for Children. Witii 38 llUiMrations (u t'olmircd) Crown 4(11, ebah c<tra, 3^^ 

fiawels (Rev. H. R.* M.A.), Books by. 

American Humorists : W.asi]iN(.i«>n Ikvini,, 01 ivi u Wlndi ll Hot mt'?, t uibs i-*' in. 
Lowell, akikmun waro, Mark twain, ami Butr liAiuii. I lurd phI'i . • . -.,i n .iio, 

doth nx'tr.i. 6 r, 

Travel and Talk, 18 SS- 03 - 9 S l My linmlred'I lious.tiid Miles ol TnM I tliti/uyb \ineiK a— C.in icJa 
—Now Zo.aland — 1 asinataa— Austr.ilia-< cjlon- The P.ir.i(.liscs ol' iho Pj..ii»i.. Wuli I’hotogravnrn 
Frontispieces. A New Eduioii Two Voi, . * ro^Mi clotli, i? ' __ 

Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. 

C'rown 8 v.i, doth oxtr.i, 34 Chi’, each ; pose 8 vo, illiislrated bo.iriK, ^r encji 

Garth. I Ellice Quentin. | Beatrix Randolph. Wi". r'our llhrsts 

Bebastlan Strome. I David Poindexter s Disappearance. 

Fortune's Fool. | Oust. I'onr lllust*: | - The Spectre cf tno Camera. 

Post 8 ui, iUiisii,a«.rI Imird*;, -1. e.K h 

Miss Cadogna. _ _ ' . A.** 

Hawthorne (Nathaniel).— Our Old Home. AnnotiUed with I’as- 

sages horn tlin Aulhor's Nole books, and lllustntrd wuh 31 PJi-.ioi’i,ivuri:s. Twjj Vols., i r. Hvo, 1151. 

Heins (sir Arthur), Works by. l*ost 8 vo. cloth limp, 25. 6 </. each. 

ARlwals and their Masters. I Social Pressure. 

Ivan de Blrem A Novel, (.row n Sbo. cloth c\ir.i, 31 od , post Pvo illu'.lrab'il boxnl*:, ar 

Hendmon (Isaac). — ^ath^ 

Henty (O. A.), Novels by. 

Rujub the Jug^er. With l.iiilic Illustrations by SFANIUY 1 .. WdoO, Crown 8vCr, cicth, 3«.6,y.; 

post 8 wo, illustrated IxiarJ-,, 2r, _ 

Cruwn flvo, clo'h, 31 A/, p.u h. 

DoMithF'i Double. # | The Queen's Cup. ^ 

OolonsI Thorndyks's Secret. Xirowu bvo, doth, ^it top, Ar. 

Herma n (Henry). --A Leading L ady . Pos t Svoj^as., 25 . : cl., 25. 6 d. 

Herrick’s (Robert) Hesperldes, Noble Numbers, and Complete 

Collected Poems. AViili MeinornFInirodMction .iml Notes liy the Kuv. A. U, Gkd^ARF, 1 XL>. . 
Steel Purlratl, &c. Tluco Vob., crown Svo. r>jili boards, 3r, 6 /, each. 
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Hertzka (Dr. Theodor). — Freeland : A Social Anticipation. Trans- 
lated by AR iHl’k K;CNSt>M t rown «vo, ilv»th ht 

Hesse-Wartegjc (Chevalier Ernst von).-- Tunis; The Land and 

tlio I’l’i'pli' H nil jj lIliiMr. limns. (.‘mvintMi i i" ti i. 

Hill (Headon).--Zamhra the Detective. Crown 8vo, cloth. 35, Od . ; 

post >->0, picturr lioanls, m , t loth, -i o 

hill (John), Works by. 

Treason-Felony. Tost Bio. Tin.ird*., ar 1 The Common Ancestor. Cr 8vo„ cloth, 31 6c^. 

Hoey (Mrs. Cashel).- -The Lover’s Creed. Post 8vo, boards, 2 j. 
Holiday, Where to go for a. Py K P. Siioi l, Sir H. Maxwell, 

Hirt . M r. JtiHN Jam b'iRIOW, MauV Li'iMII t \\1» 1 i ■ m'. j I' M IN H M( < AKillV, 

l‘M J 1 V-'Ji.l J W l.KMI \\I } 11 5 .AI I I'K. I'lKl III' Al I l.N, S J I'.l I U1 II, L. KiV 1 Hb V'lM . 
.in.l ( I i.dKD.iN I r OMlM. t. riAni Kvci. 1> . jj^oih II (>.i _ 

Hollingshead (John). -Niagara Spray. Crown Svo, i< 

Holmes (Gordon, M.D.)— The Science of Voice Production and 

Voice Preservation. Ci_n»n bvo, jy . iloih, n (./ 

Holmes (Oliver Wendell), Works by. 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table, lllu'.ti .ted bj J HouriDN' Ttin\,siiN. I’ost hw. cluih 

Iiimi, ./i t.i/ - Aiif IIICT E tilioi , post 8\- . tliilli js 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast--Table and The Professor at the Breakfast-Table 

Jn < »iu! Vul Tost Rxi, h ill-i>ouud, ‘21 

Hood’s (Thomas) Choice Works m Prose and Ver^e. With Life of 

lilt. >\.iiii(ir. J (.'itr I'l, .iitil llliiStntuHis Crowii '•loth, f>(f 

Hood's Whims anjSOddltlee. With 8;, lllnstMtinn*.. I’ost .-ivo, h ill l><imnl, aj. 

Hood (Tom).— From Nowhere to the North Pole: A Noah’s 

Afk..i'nlo>;ic;-il N.irrntive With lUu' I ration . b\ W Itki'NTl i >N and I C It VKS’i s Cr Bvo, rlmh, t*i. 

Hook’s (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works; induding his Ludi* 

I rolls AdvtMituM'*., Hniis Mop,. Emis, and With lafc of ihr Auilior, Portrail l''af siiiillos loJ 

llbi .iMlioiis ( riiwii 8vo, f loth i*xtr.i, 71 Ci/ 

Hooper (Mrs. Geo.). -Tlie House of Kaby. Post 8vo, boards, 2 j. 
Hopkins (Tighe).- “Twixt Love and Duty.’ Wiih a l-'rontispiece. 

Oown 8vo, c)otli, ,(j, oY. 

Horne (R, Hengist). —Orion : An t pic Poem. With Photograph 

Portrait by bl' M Ml Ks 1 * tilli I dilion Cu»\in 8v(’, cloth ■'•xli.i, 7^, 

Hiingerford (Mrs., Author of * Molly Pawn '), Novels by. 

I'O' I H'. <1, iMiiStr Iti.d bear'*,. 'M. oarli rlolli luiip, m' c.'Kh- 

A Malden All Forlorn. | A Modern Clroe. | An Unsatlefaotory Lover* 
Marvel. A Mental Struggle. Lady Patty. 

In Ouranoe Vile. I . .. 1 

(.rowii 8v-o, cloth uxtr.i, 31 Ui. c.u h , post Cvu, illustrated IwMrds, o,\i li ; < loth limp, 3r 6</ rath. 

JLady Varner’S Flight. I The Professor's Experiment. 

The Red-House Mystevy. I Mora Gretna. 

The Three Graces, I 

Lru,^n Kvu, xlotli i xtr.!, 31 f.i' ea* h 

An Anxious Moment. I A Point of Conscience. 

April’s Lady. 1 Pater’s Wife. I Lovlce. 

Hunt’s (Leigh) Essays : A Tale for a Chimney Corner, &c. Edited 

by I.UMIJNU OLLlhK. Posl Svf>, hjlf-boiilid, JJ. 


Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by. 

CtwviU Hvo, 1 lolli < xtr.i, 3jr e.ich ; poxl lllustr.ilod liOfirdl, ar etch. 

The Leaden Gasket. I Self-Condemned. | That Other Person. 

Thorn loroft*! Model. Fust bo.irds. 3 ^ Mrs. Juliet. Crown Uxo, Jolh extra, 6/. 

Hutchison (W. M.).— Hints on Colt* breaking. With 25 lllustta- 

lionS; Liiowft cloth cxir.i. 31 W. _ 

Hydrophobia ; An Account of M. Pasteur's System ; The Technique of 

his Method, and Statistics fly R)SN\L 1 > .Si.'.r'JR. M U. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Hyne (C. J. Cutcliffe).— Honour of Thieves. Cr Svo, cloth, 35. 
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Impressions (The) of Aureole. Cheaper Edition, with a New Pre- 

Post 8vo, blush-rose p.i|i<‘r ami f loth, aj. 6rf. 

Indoor Paupers. By One of Them. Crown 8 vo, cloth; 15. 6 (i. 

Innkeeper's Handbook (The) and Licensed Victualler’s Manual* 

HyJ TrRVOR-Davii S. < rowiiHvi>, ii . ir iw/ 

Irish wit and Humour, Sohs:s of. Collected and Edited by A, 

I’KKChVAI- t.KAVl S Pnsl eve. ( limp. ai. 6,/. 

Irvlnj^ (Sir Henry) : A Record of over Twenty Yeais at the Lyceum. 

By PhKCV TirZCl kAl.li With I'urlr.iit Cruw ii Hvii. 1 1 . f_l..lh u 6./ 

James (C* T. C.). — A Romance of the Queen’s Hounds, i’ost 

Hvo, rlutll limp, IJ 6Y. 

Jameson (William^.— My Dead Self. Post 8vo, bds . 2s. , cl , 25. (m/. 
Japp (Alex. H., LL.D.). -Dramatic Pictures, &c. Cr Svo, cloth, 5s 
Jay (Harriett), Novels by. I’ost 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Thu Dark Colleen. I The Queen of Connaught. 

JeffeAes (Richard). Works by. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 0./ each. 

Nature near Lonoon. I The Life of the Fields. { The Open Air. 

t,* Als^i the II VMJ-MADl- PjM’PK I-IM > P'M, <u wu |.i|. lr.mi, vp't lup, 6> cmlIi. 

The Eulogy of Hlehard Jefferies. ‘^ir Wm 1 1 r 111 sam . a riii.i(i|;npii pi.rtnu 

Cr<iwn iiw). ( liilh l■xlIa, 61.^ __ __ . ^ 

Jennings (Henry J.), Works by. 

CurlOMties of CPltlolsm. Post 8vo, cloth hiiirs .>« 6.< 

Lord Tennyson i A Kio^raiihu il hkeUh. wuii I'oitiiir. Post Hio. II , > lotli, rh/ 


Jerome (Jerome IC.)» Books by. 

Qtageland. WnIi 64 rilU'.tr.iU.iti-. l.y J U> KVARH Rim »’ 1 ■ ip 4f.>. pn tim* . om 1. ir 

John Ingerfleld* &i' Wuu iiiusts hy A ^ iiuijuMM.i 1 i* u j^ap < pu. i.iv m Si/ 

The PruWs Progress : A Coumdv' I K jpkumi okI Mm \ niu mm i 1 . i.i.Pvo, u. 

Jerrold (Douglas). -The Barber’s Chair; and The Hedgehop 

Lettsrs. 8 vo. (iiiiit«il on hi<l piia^r ami Imll-biiiuul. ai 

Jerrold (Tom), Works by. Post 8vo, is. ca, ; cloth linii, m. OJ. eaclt 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 

Household Horticulture t A (>usMp alioui Mo\\rr<i 1 llir.tr ui'd 

Jesse (Edward).-^Scenes and Occupations of a Country Life. 

8vo, rloiti liii\|), us. 


Jones (William, F.S.A.), Works by. Cr Svo, cl ♦ \ira, 75. OJ. each. 

Flnger-RIng Lorei llr,loiii..ii, I .V'lfrndary, ami Aiu-olotal. W'llh j. .; inn'll r.tii.ais. Srtoiul 

Edition, Kcvist-'d and Unliri;cd. 

Gredullttes, Past and Present. Indiuluitc the Sen ,'ind Srimrn. T.ihsin ms, Wiiril sii.l 

Letter Uivination, Exoi rising ami Blessing <if Bird, I'lfif., 1 ink, «Vc.. Wiili I luiitispiere. 

Cronrna and Coronations: A History of Regaluu WiUi k.i iiinaritirir.-,, • 

Jonson's (Ben) Works, With Notes Critical and E.xplanatory, and 

a Biographical Memoir by WlI.LlAM GIPPORI), Edited by C r.lonol C'i;N'SlNi,U\M. Three Vr.ls. 
» roivn 8vo, cloth extra, 3J. Ci/ each, 

Josephus, The Complete W'orks of. Translated by Whistqn. Con- 

t.’iining 'The An inuitici of llio K'*vs and 'The IVais of the Jmva,' With 5.* lllu:.iraiiona and .M.ips. 
Two Vois., deiii) ’■'VO, h.all hounJ. 121. 6./ 

kempt (Robert).— Pencil and Palette : Chapters on Art and Artists, 

Host Bvo, cimh Jimp, aj- V. _ 

kershaw (Mark). — Colonial ** Facts and Fictions: Humorous 

Sketches. Post Svo, illustrated bonrd^, jx_; 1.I0II1, 6/ 

king (R. Ashe), Novels by. 

r< lit 8vo. illustr .ted boards, ea< h. 

• Tho Wsartng of tha Groan.' I Passion’s Slava. 

M. Drawn Gama. I Barry, 
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Knijrht (William, M.R.C.S., and Edward, L.R.C.P.). — The 

Pn^lent’B VadB IK%aum i How to <.>ot Most Hriiefit from Morlic ,lI A^lvicc. Cr. 8vo, is.\ cl., 


Knights (The) of the Lion : A Romance of the Thirteenth Century. 

1 'ihte.l, with an IntroiUicllon, by iho MAk«jlJPSS oi- LORNH, K,T. Crown fivo, cloth nxtra, tt. 

Lamb’s (Charles) Complete Works in Prose and Verse, including 

• Toon y for C!iililri?n ^nnil ' I’lince norii', * I'lluetl. with NoUs anil ImroduLiion, by R. H. SHHP* 
til lil) 'Wilh '1 wci J\«rtr.\ifi .mil Fai simile ol tlio ‘ ILsixiy on K(i.isC Pitf ’ Crown 8vo, cl Ah, yt. 6 if. 

The Essay* of Ella. I'osi Hvo, printed on hid p iper and h.dl-bnmid, zr. 

Little Essays: Skitdics and ( h.ir.iiters by CHAKLI.'? I-AMU, sclecLcd ftoin hi*. Letters by PERCY 
I - 1 l/i.lik M l> I’diil Kvo, cloth limp, 2S. 6f/. 

The Dramatic Essays of Charles Lamb. A\ nh Intmilnriion .'ind Notes by DRANdbk Mai- 

1 HI' .iiul ht**i-l-pl.ito Portrait _ Fr.ip Hvo. Ii.ill bouiiil. -j 6.V 

Landor (Walter Savage).-'Citation and Examination of Wliliani 

^h.ll.sJl<•.lu, A'l , be I on* Sir 'I In rins l.iicy, touchii<i: H. «'i -,!< iliii*', i-jih September. isSe. 'Id wlii.li 
IS .Killed, A Conference of Master Edmund Spenser nuh iln I .irl of lissex, tDiiLliiiii; the 
SMto of Ird.nnl i-.g^ Pcap 8vo, li<dl-Roxltiii};lii‘, cr txi' 

Lane (Edward William).— Tl]|e Thousand and One Nights, coin- 

iiwmly c.illrd iii I nThmlThe Arabian Ni|Ott&‘ Entertainments. '1 ransljti^d from the Ar.tbiL, 
mill lilir.tr.in d will' many hundred I iiai i\iuv. Iiiuu l>(**.iniis by 11 \H\ i \ Pditod by I'liWARM 

Si \M »i.Y Pill'd I With Prefan* by < ANI 1 Y 1 \\l 1 ‘oid !■ Tlirci VoK , diMiiy hyo. tl otlv b d ea . 

Larwood (Jacob), Works by. 

Anecdotes of the Clergy, P.isi t;vo. l.iul p'lprr, li.df-brnind, cr. 

P.ist Pvo, cloth limp, ?c (ui cirli 

Forensic Anecdotes. I Theatrical Anecdotes. 

Lehmann (R- C.), Works by. Post Svu, is. t;ach, cloth, is. td. each, 

Harry Fludyer at Cambridge. 

Conversational Hints for Young Shooters: A Culdc to Polin* V.dk _ _ 

Leigh (Henry S.).— Carols of Cockayne. Primed on hand-made 

p,‘i|u-r. bounded bulk ram, _^i 

Leland (C. Godfrey). — A Manual of Mending and Repairing. 

With Dint; ram x. Crown 8vo, i.lolh, yi . 

Lepciletier (Edmond). — Madame Sans*Gene. Translated from 

thi' I ri-iich by foHN idi Vd.l.lPRS, (jornuhv.i. cloth, ys. fxi , fast 8vo, pu turf bd.inls, ar. _ 

Leys (John).— The Lindsays : A Rom^.ce. Post 8 vo, illust. bds., 25. 

Lindsay (Harry, Author of ‘Methodist Idylls’), Novels by. 

Rhoda Robert*. Crown avo, cIdiIi, A,/ 

Ths Jacobite. Crown 8io, cloth, Ipit top, ox. 

Linton (E. Lynn), Works by. 

I lowii 810, i lolh extra, yj 6.f i-Aih ; poal 8vo, illi.stiatuil bnanb, ar each. 

Patricia Keniball. i lone. Under which Lord 7 AVith la lilusirndmis. 

The Atonement of Learn Dundas. *My Love!' | Sowing the Wind. 

The World Well Lout, ^^ttll i.* lllu^ts Paston Carsw, Million, iiii« aita Mlatr. 

The One Too Many. Dulcle Everton. 

Po.st 8\o, lilu’Jratcil buard;t. each. 

The Rebel of the Family. With a Silken Thread. 

Post €vo, clotli liuip, 2S bif each,. 

Witch Stfirlec. I Ourselves: 1 -saays on Wonion, 

Fraeshootlng : I'xti icts from the Woiks of Mrs 1 'VNN LlNl(J^, 

Lucy (Henry W.).— Gideon FIcyce: A Novel. Crown 8 vo, cloth 

l•x^r,l, yx (ui. ■ }uist fivo, Uluslr.'iK'rl Ito.irds. 2X 

Macalpilie (Avery), Novels by. 

Teresa Itasoa. Crown 8vo, cloth cKtra. is 

Broken Wings. With Six Illustrations l>y w J IIfnnessv. Crpwn 8vo. cloth ejttja, fix. 

AtacCotl (Hugh), Novels by. 

Mr. Btranger'e Sealed Packet. Postnvo, illustratud board*, v. 

Bdnor W hitl ock . Crow n kvo, clo th oxir.i. fix. _ 

Macdonell (AgnesV— Quaker ^uslns. Post 8 vo, boards, 2 j. j 
MacGregor (Robert).— Pastimes and Players: Notes on Popular 

Cirfiiies. Post 8vo, clollUinip, 2x. 6 ii, _JL_ ’ 

Macluiy (Charles, LL.D.). — Intel-UTdes and^Unde^ or/i 

Mutic bt Tshtiifht, C'ii,)wn8yo, cloth extra, Cx. ’S' 
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McCarthy (Justin, M.P.), Works by. 

A Blstovir of Our Own Tlmos* from the y^cccssion of Queen Vu tnrU to the Cfcneral Ft'>rtir>ii of 
1880, r.lliK>\RY tniTlON. Four V'fjis., deiny 8io, cloth extra, eadi.— AIv> .1 F»iPi;i,A»t 
Edition, m F'our vols., crown Svo, cloth extra, 6 j. each —And the Jl’mi pk l:nnJON, with an 
Appendix of Events to the end of 18BG, in Two Vols , lari^c errmn Svo, cloth extr.i. 71 6 ii e.ich 
A History of Our Own Timas, irom 1880 to the Ihamond Jubilee. Oemy nyn. ihu'i exir.-). 

I2t. Ifniform with the LiuRAUY Flin ION of tlie first Four Volumes 
A Short History of Our Own Timas. One Vul., crown bvo, doth extra, 6 .f — Also .1 Lupap 
Popular Edi now, post 8vo, cloth hmp, cr m. 

A History of tha Four Oaor^ as. Fmir Voh ,jleniy Sm. d. ex , lar e.i,.li. fVola. I. «Sl II. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 31 6 if. each ; post 8vo, illustr-il'-.l boards, each ; clolli limp, 6 (i, each. 

Tho Watardalo NaiiShbours. I Donna Quixote. At ith 1:: lllfutr itidiis. 

My Bnomy’a Daughter. I The Comet of a Season. 

A Fair Saxon. Maid of Athena. At >tii i ■ tiluMi ainii«. 

Ill II ley Booh ford. * Cemlolat A (iirl with a Fortune. 

Dear Lady Disdain. The Dictator. 

Miea Misanthrope. AA'itli 13 llhi-traiiono. R ed Diamonds. | The Riddle Ring. 
The Three Disgraces, <111 1 other Stone-,. Crown 8vo, cloth, tr (uf. 

*yhe Right Honourable.' I]\ jusiiN McCARiiit'. M 1 * . and Jir', < xmpbulI'pih) Crovn 
8vo. cloth e\tM, Of _ ■ _ 

McCsr^tiy (Juslln Huntly), Works by. 

The French Revolution. ((, nistuiuod A iM'inhly, i;>3)-9i). lourV'ol , demy Rvo, loth, I^r Crch. 

An l^illneol the History of Ireland, t'rpwn 8vo, i? <loth. 01' 
iFelamd Since the Union: Skeu hr*, oi ln>.h Uistorv Croun 8vii, cloth, 'ix. 

Hafls In London i^oems. Small 8vo. ^old cloth. .>< f>,f. 

Our Seneation Novel. Crown 8\o, phtine comt, ir ; doth uiii|i, ir Arf. 

Doom : An AthiriMC l.'pisudi* Ciouii • 10, pniou* (owr. k. 

Dollyi ASkrtfh ( n.wu 8\ o, pirlnr*' coivr, 1 » chilli Iiinp. ir Of 
Lily Laos: ARoin.lli'c* t lusvfi 8v (•, im turc ( mm, I V ,(l'>lhhi‘ip ir Oi, 

The Thousand and One D.'iys. Avuh Two I'lioti^'i i\ur( 1 wo A il. , crown 8vo, h ilf l<i( , i,r 
A London Legend. Ctuwn doth, tj<i. 

T he R oyal Christopher, i r<jwu_«^ y, doih, ^x. A/ 

MacDonald (Cjeorge, LL.D.), Books by. 

Worke of Fancy and Imagination, 'im VoL, ifinio. ri,>t)), .^iit cd,;i ,, in doth ci'-c, .'u. , cr 
llu! Volumes m.iv be h.i I scparuti’h . ill drolif r doth at 6 ,i i .di 
Vol I. AVlimN AND AVi I Ilou ! - I'MI llfJ'DliN I-IM 
„ II. Tnr, IAiscmplk -ruj; (■.D'»ri.L av«im) n - iuhjk or sowj 1 opc.an 

„ III. VlDIJN SONfj's — or 'I HI f)Ay:» AND Nli.lllb - A Hi >< 'I. OP 1 )KL V^IS -ROM.'SIIUI 
POPMS --POPMS FOR CMH OKI N 
„ IV, VtRAlU K®! -li tLI.AD'i S< 0|( II ,SoN(;’ 5 , 

„ V .“b VI. Plf -tNlAsri s A I’.U'IP- KoKMiue. | Vo) VI I, I IIP FniJ I PN I . 

„VIII fllli l.Il.H I I’HlNfJ.ss. I HL ‘it \M S IlLtV r -SH tlioW 

,, IX Cro'',s Pt.Prusrs 'lu» I'.oi dkn Kpy.-Tid* t akasow -i.inii I'wi'P.ht, 

„ X, 'IMR t’Kt'l r PMNII-R -I'lD tvow ()• UiVtPN • I'H f C 1 LI. - I ID: liKt kl \ alV’DRI'S, 
— iHI-.trKAA SVfM h.- VncI I*' 1. oRNI' Lit 

Poetical Works of George MacDonald. «. oil- cicd .m I VrT.opp d l>v ilw: Am'i w Two v'o'* 
crown i'.vo, hiicki.iiii. t:’s. 

A Threefold Cord, l.dited by OA^OPf,! MA-rviNAin Post 8vii. doth, 51. 

Phantaetes: A F'aerie Kciin.sn<-e. AAritli . , Iliudi.itioiis by I. Bl’ll . t rowii 8, 1. 1 lndi cctr-i, yr 
Heather and Snow: A Novel < lownhvo, duthextia, 31. 6</ , post 8c.', !(ujU.iled liujnls, 4 j. 
Lilith: A Koiinnce. SKCONli RjiinON t r-jivn fivo, doth extra, _ 

Maclise Portrait Ciallery (The) of Illustrious Literary Charac- 
ters: 86 Portraits !<)' I>ANIHI MAi i i->p ; with Mmnturs— Hi,>^r.i|>hu,il, t. iili< .il, fhblim^Mtihi, il, 
.Tid .XnfCilot.iI illiisii.tin e nl the I lU’r iliirc ol lli« (oriiicr hall of tlu’ Prr'-.eiit * eiitiiry l»y At 111 i,\M 
Ha I tS, H A. Crnwii J-’vo, cloth extra, v- 61/ _ ^ 

Maciitioid (Mrs.), Works by. Snuare 8vo, cloth extra, Gs each. 

In the Ai^dennes. With 50 iilusiratiuns hv Thomas R. MArrovoiD. 

Plcturee and Legends from Normandy and Brittany. vi i>y 'T ^ M.vc.f„'Voii). 
Through Normandy. With 9?i llhisir.uions hy T. R Maccji did. ;md a M ip. 

Throu^ Driltany. With 35 IllusiMtionsbvT R Macqddid, ami a Map. 

About xorkshlre. With 6/ I1I11-.11..11011S i^y r. R. ma< duoio 

Post Bvo, illiiMratf d buarUs. 3j. each 

The Bvl l Eye. A nd ot her Stones I Lost Rope, a nd other H orux, 

.Magician’s Own Book, The: Performances with E^rgs, Hats, &c. 

’ Edited l>y_W. II. With ano lUustr.uions. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, firtT 

Magic Lantern, The, and its Management : Including full Practical 

^ Dircctifms. Wy T C. Ilnf’AVOKIH. , Wit h m niustr atioo'S. Crown H vo, ix. ; doth, is. (ni. 

( Magna Charta : An Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British 

■ ' M u saatfin, j feet by a feet, with Arms and .Seelf e inl>lAroiiecl in Gold and Col ours , 5 r. 

''jMaHory (Sir Thomas). — Mort d* Arthur: The Stories of King 

' i Arthur anil of tho Knightb of the Round Table. (A tielPdiOh.) EdUod by B, Mt)NnV)MtRm R.Mi 
plptl} limp. 
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Mallock (W. H.). Works by. 

Th® New Republic, fust fivo, pu tiin- rover, ej. ; clolh limp, 9 t. 6 /i. 

The New Paul A Virginia: roviiwsin on .01 lsl.in^t. Pobt hvo, rioth. ar fui. 

A Romance of tKe Nineteenth Century. Ciott-n Svo. cloth ; post Kvi>, illust. bonrth, as. 

Poems. Sin ill ^to. [•.iKlnuent, 81 

Is Life Worth Living? t rown 8vo, rlolli extrn, f>r 


Mars:i!erltlc (Paul and Victor) o—Tlie Disaster. Translated by 

I’li} iii.kn 1 I 1 1 Crown 8vo, in/ 


Atarlowe's Works. Including his Translations. Edited, with Notes 

;i!i.| Iiiiri) l"t Hull';, l»y Colonel CrwiMai VM. Crown 8vn. iloth ci(tr,i. v 

Ma5slng;er*5 Plays. From the Text of William Gifford. Edited 

liy f ol ( 1 'NNINC.HAM. Crown 8 v’y, i loih extra, 3 J. 6t/, 

Masterman (J.).— Haif-=-a«Dozcn Daughte rs. P ost 8vo , boards, 25 . 
Matthews (Brander).— A Secret of the Sea, &c. Post 8vo, iiius- 

1 bo.ird',, 3 t , ( liAli limp, EJ 

Meade (L. T.), Novels by. 

A Soldier of Fortune. Ciomu '' tn, iioth, ir fuf pnstsi'i, ii'nntrjtril boAnis, 3.(, 


M Iron Grip. 

y*a Patient. 


< ruwiU\n, cloth, A/e.ich. 

( The Voice of the Charmer, v^'lth 8 llhnirntiona 

Hy I T. Mt ,'P»i tiinl Cl M HORI» II M ll'AX, M 1) 


Dr. Rumsey* 

On the Brink of a Chaem. < rown Svm, cloth, jfilt top. 4r. 

Merilck (Leonard), Novels by. 

Tost k\o, pi' lure boards, ar 


The Man who was Good. 
This Stage of Fools. 


Crown Hvo, cloth. lo 'irf r.irii 

I Cynthlar A niiiphler of tlic PI.i'i'liiis'S 


Mexican Mustanj^ (On a), through Texas to the kio Granfle. U 

A c l 111(1 J At’MiiYKnov With liili'.trUion t rnwn R\ii, f li 111 cxlr.i , -*1 M, 

Middlemass (Jean), Novels by. Post 8vo, illu&t. boards, 2s. each,' 

Touch and Co, | Mr. Dorllllrn. 

Miller (Mrs. P. Fenwick). Physiology for the Young; or, Tin . 

lloij'tfi t>l Life. With numerous llUistr.itniiis. Fust I'vo. ‘ lotJi luup, ?r 6./. * 

Milton (J. L.), Works by. Post 8vo, each, cloth, is. OJ. each. *, 

The Hygiene of the Skin. W ith nircciiun*. I'ur Diet, S.Mps, n.tih«, Wines, Ac. i 

Tho Bnih In DIeeaees of the Skin. 

The Laws of Llfe^and their Relation to Dleeases of the Skin. 

Minto (Wm.).— Was She Good or Bad? Cr. 8vo, u.; cloth, is. firi: 
Alitford (Bertram), Novels hy. Crown 8vo, cloih extra, 35. firf. eaLli- ; 

The Cun-Runner: A Roii’..iir,e of /uIuI.iihI, With ,1 1 runti pi»'t,f by ‘ilANM.V L Wo>)lf ' 

The Luck of Gerard RIdgeley/ Witii.i l-riuirKpicco lu' si a,ni i y 1 Woou. 

The King's Assegai. ^V|^|^ sjx mil p-ipt, llhi.ir.iiions l,y si ani > v l . Wudu. ■ - 

Reiishai^ Fanning's Quest. With n l roiu^i/i.'ce by si \m,i v l Wodh j 

Molesworth (Mrs.). -Hathercoiirt Rectory.^ Post 8voi inusirate l 

Li.inN, 2’ 

Moncrieff (W. 6. Scott-).— The Abdication T^n HisTorical iJrain: , 

'Villi .Si-vtii LtOuii^^r’, by John Pi i rii'. n.o ttur iiawuson, j m.vi Cof IN llUMi- , 

h MACIIi 1 II .11x 1 1 (Mt (>kam am Iiii|K'ri.il dll), iMickraiii, .'[c i 

Moore (Thomas), Works by. 

The Epicurean i nnd Alolphron. Post 8\o, bAir-lionnd, ej. 

Prose and Verse: includin;: Supprcsso-i Pis*. ur'^sfuun iii»- Mi<\iniKs of Lok 
by U H, Snr->’MKR1L With Portrait Crown^v<i, clotli exira, 7 r 6*/. 


!> nvK’ON ii:ciir|:|, 

— f 


Muddock (J. E.) Stories by, 

^ cloth extra, 3#, 6 flf e,ich. 

Maid Mt^lSA and Robin Hood. VV uh la Illustrations by STANLLY WtKin. 

Baelie the Jester. Wuh i rontisi,iPLn by Si anley W'ood. 

Young Loohlnvar. 

I’oit Bvo. lUiiilratctl boards, vj. eath. 

The Dead Man ■ Secret. 1 From the Bo«om of the D^efi, 

Btorleg Welr4 hnd Woptl^rrult iWevn, inusfrab:ii boards, w, ; ciniii, ej. 



CHATTO A WINDUSi Publishers, in St. Martin’s Lane, London, W.C- 17 
Murray (D. Christie), Novels by. 

( inivn ^vii, rlolli extra, jj fi,f each . post JJvo, illustrated lio.irds, aj each. 

A Life's Atonement. A Model Father. Dob Martin’s Little Dlrl. 

Joseph’s Coat, iilusts Old Blazer’s Hero. Time’s Revenues. 

Coals of Fire, d Iilusts. Cynlo Fortune. I'roittisp. A Wasted Crime* 

Val Strange. By the Hate of the Sea. In Direst Peril. 

Hearts. A Bit of Human Nature* Mount Despair. 

The Way of the World. First Person Singular. A Capful o' Malls. 

The Making of a Novelist : All I'xpcriiiKiil 111 AMlc'l)i.';'i.ij>hy. Witli a Collotype IViftrait. <‘.r 
bvo, bill krain. 3.? ui. 

My Contemporaries in Fiction. Cmmi rj\o, bn krnu. 31, 6 if. 

This Little World. < rowii I liiTh. ipll ifip, 6r 

Tales In Prose and Verse, w iih i ir.i.tMpMMc- !»> A u i hl'k IIoi kis-. f‘r fiu. rloih ;r -s/ 

A Rac^lor Millions. CrouuKvn, clnth, P M 

Murray fl). Christie) and Henry Herman, Novels by. 

< roHii Hvo. rlt>lli extra, 3^. c.Kh, po*t Bvm, illiisir.iii •! hft.iril -'v a luli. 

One Traveller Returns. | The Bishops’ Bible. 

Paul Jones’s Allas, llh Illustratinns by A 1 OKI SI II K iml Nlf oI,i» 

Murray (Henry), Novels by. ■ 

Post 8vo, illustrated Imanb. n.uh; cloth, a ■■ 6,/ each. 

A Game of Bluff. I A Song of Sixpence. 

Newbolt (Henry).— Taken from the Hnemy. Fep, 8vo, cloth, is, lyl . 
Nisbet (Hume), Books by. 

‘Ball Up.' I r('n II lev'll, tloMi < xM I, If fuf )>0' » H\ ■», ill'i .irited b 1 aj. 

Or. Bernard 8t. Vincent. To t Rio, itcd b<> n I , 

Lessons In Art. \\ iih ji IllMxtntifui < lui, 1 xii >, .j, 

iNorris (VV. E.), Novels by. -- - 

. Saint Ann’s. ( i on u Fno. cloth. , . jiom (tio. pt, inn* Itn.i' 1., ar 

Rllly Bellew. ^\ Ilh a 1 louii'pi* 1 *• l»v l 11 I \ij t r<o\i> i-i o, rimii jr r,/ 

.)'lianlon (Alice), Novels by. Post Svo, illustrate<i boards, 2s. edch. 

The Unforeseen. _ _ I Chance 7 or Pate ? 

, 3hnet (Georgies), Novels by. Post 8vo, illusircited boards, zs. each, 

’ Doctor Rameau. I A Last Love. 

A Weird Gift. Ciomu Rio, clolli, ,» 0.1^ post Ri o, pi* tnif bo I'tK, fr. 

0!iphaiit (Mrs.), Novels by. I'ost Svo, illustrated boards, 2j. each. 

The Primrose Path. ( Whlteladles. 

The Greatest Heiress In England. 

The Sorceross. ( noi’i ;ho, 1 loth, 31 

O’Reilly (Mrs.^. -Phoebe’s Fortunes. Po.si Svo. illust. boarrls, 2< 
O’Shaughnessy (Arthur), Poems by: 

1 ( .iji. Ryo, tJolli extra, ^1,0./ c i h 

Music and Moonlight, _ i Songs of a Worker, 

Lays of France. ( row n {'vo, i. loth cxtr,^w£,fv/r 

Ouida, Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl , 35. cii. ea,, post 8vo. illust Ixls. , zs c.i. 

Held In Bondage. I Folle-Farlne. Moths. I PIpletrello. 

Trtcotrln. i A Dog of Flanders. In Maramina. ' Wanda. 

Strathmore, Pascarel, | Bigna. Biinbl. > Syrlln. 

Cliandos. Two Wooden Shoes. Frescoes, Othmar. 

Cecil Castlemailne's Gage I In a Winter City. Prlnce^n Napraxlne. 

Under Two Flags. I Ariadne. I Priendchlp. Gullderoy. i Rufflno. 

Puck. I Idalla. > A YilJago Commune. Two Oflendors. 

Blmbl. Wuh Niiu lllu'-lr 'it.ms by rn.Ml Nl/ll (.,vKKl il S p. lu .'vo. r'ulh irxlr.i, 

Santa Barbara,.'.*. .Sun m* Rv**, < ; truwuSvu, rlulh, p* f t , pirtl'vo, iliuisti ilril l<iiiid-, . r. 

I'i'j'l l.'I* hurfuiN> Mf'cilum Svd, ()!.' , ich il'.i.i, n e.,r.h. 

Under Twg Flags. | Moths. 

Under Two Flaia in.l Moths, I'tJi’i bVK !• on h)n, m i m * VijImhu- nif-.h-m rhuh, a*. 
Wisdom, WU. and Pathos. ‘.rlefUii bonuhe Wuik-, ..t ulioa by i. su'.m v "Iukki,. p. 

«vo, rloUi ,-x(i 1. Iir \v hiM I I..V, ilhi-.ti Ilr.l bn.ird., J«. 

Page (H. A.). — Thoreau : llis Life and Aims. With I’ortrait. Post 

8vo, cioLh, 3J-. M 

Panduraiig Harl; or. Memoirs oT^a Hindoo. With Preface by Sir 

BAKFL E FK HRK. I’nsf «vo. illiistMtwl biHids -t. 

Parker (Rev. Joseph, D.D.).— Might Have Been: some Life 

Notes, Crown flv*'. cloth, 6 j. 

Pa.scaPs Provincial Letters. A New Translation, with Historical 

Introdiiclionjind Nutc*, by T M'CKM', O D, Pos t Rvo. « loth limp, yr. _ _ 

Paiil (Margaret A.). ^Gentle and Simple. Crown 8vo, cloth, with 

rronils|>iefo hy IIrL,rN rATh.KSON, 34, 6.^,; pcslBro, lUustr.uc^l Uonrls :’f. 
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Payn (James), Novels by. 

tK>lli n f«/ Cl. li , 

Lost Sir Masslnfiberd. 

Walter's Word. i A County Family. 
Less Black than We're Painted. 

By Proxy. | For Cash Only. 
HiiSh Spirits. 

Under One Roof. 

A Conndent.'.al A^ent. M itb u intist*;. 

A Grape Irom a Thorn. \\ uh i. llliists. 


pri..t Pco. illu'.lr.Mc<l bonds aj e.ich. 

Holiday Tasks. 

The Canon's Ward. With r<trtr.iir. 

The Talk of the Town. With u illu^l 
Glow-Worm Tales. 

The Mystery of Mlrbrldge. 

The Word and the Will. 

The Burnt Million. 

Sunny Stories. I A Trying Patient. 


I’oit Svo illustrated boards aj. each. 


Humorous Stories. | From Exile. 
The Foster Brothers. 

The Family Scapegrace. 

Married Beneath Him. 

Bentinck's Tutor. 

A Perfect Treasure, 
l.ike Father, Like Son. 

A Woman's Vengeance. 

Carlyon's Year. I Cecil's Tryst. 
Murphy's Master. | At Her Mercy. 


The ClylTardB of Clyffs. 

Found Dead. I Gwendoline's Harvest. 
Btrrk Abbey. | A Marine Residence. 
Some Private Views. 

Not Wooed. But Won. 

Two Hundred Pounds Reward. 

The Best of Husbands. 

Halves. I What He Cost Her. 

Fallen Fortunes.! Kit: A Memory. 

A Prince of the Blood. 


A Modern Dick Whittington ; or. A IVrou of ! ciicrs. Wuh i I’oiii.m of tiiu AuLlur Cmwii 
(1. rlulh, (• t 

In Peril and Privation, Uuh i-» lllusiration';, i lown P\o, i ioil>. i<- 6A 
Notes from the * News.' i r<j\\ii I’vo, p('rli ut t i, ir ; « loih, i tJ 

Bv Proxy, l’"i'ri \k I ij[ ji<'N mcilium 'buh. n 

Payne (Will). Jerry the Dreamer. C'.iown Svo. cloth. (\l 
Pennell (H. Cholmoiideley), Works by. Post fjvo, cloih, zs. 6ft ca. 

Puck on Pegesns. 

Pegasus Re-Saddled. M .:li llhi.t; tiKuis by (> Di' MV'I'MI' 

The Muse*) of M.ayralr : Vn*: d«’ s,.. i. ti> s, i((iodlii II ( im'N'.'i ii 

Phelps (E. Stuart), Works by. Post 8vo, is. ca. . cloth, ci.. 

Beyond the Gates. | An Old Maid's Paradise. | Burglars in Paradise. 
Jack the Fisherman. ll]ti<.tr,itc(l bi ' Ki M) tnnui Kvo. cti ili, h. 




Phil May’s Sketch-Book. Containing 54 lluinorons Cartuoin 

N(’w I ditif'ii ( r<iM 11 fipho, « bull, r,,/ 

Phipson (Dr. T. L.).— Famous Violini.sls and Fine Violins: 

lllhlonc.il Noll’s, Am (dolus, .iiid m i ( .•'vo, i.l< ili. -( 

Planche (J. R.), Works hy. 

The Pursuivant of Arms. Wuu'six 7*1 
Songs and Poems, I'^r^ V\ii[i Inn « 

Plutarch’s Lives of Illustrious Men. 

Him Iirli 1)’,' i(i)I\ ,iiid Wm. I.AN'.IMI’M . ,111-1 i’oririii,. I 


*’ . .ut<l .09 Illii tr.iti. 
I- ii-iii I , ^lrv ,\| v 


VVitli Notes and a IJfo of 

oVoK d( mi >'vo h ilf l«i'iio>l I'lr '"i' 

Poe’s (Ed}!:ar Allan) Choice Works in Prose and Poetry. Withimro- 

duulinn by ( HAIM »,T liM.HM \TliV„ f oitnH .Mid I'.K SUlillrs ( i.jWii f u<, i 'mill, , J (•■/. 

The Mystery of Marie Roget. evi . l’..si bv'., iiiu.,ir.itod x 

Pollock (W. H.). I'he Cliarm, and «>tlicr iJrawing-room Plays Hy 

^(l^^VAr lui IlHS^NT and W'.Lii ii n H(u I ocK AN nil lo llluhlMlions CnuMi Svo, cloth jflU. 0. 

Pollock (Wilfred). War and a Wheel : J'he Gr.eco-TurUish War ar, 

F-ui’ii from .1 IJnycI*’ illi .i Mnii fioMiif’vu ])ii tuiu lovi r, u. 

Pope’s Poetical Works, Post 8 vo, clojdi limp. 25. 

Porter (John).- Kiiij^sclerc. Edited by Byron Webber. With 19; 

fiill'ldU^o .md 111 mv xin.illor Flliislr itioiis. J'liiMpCT Edition. Duniy R\o, clulli, _ _ 

Praed (Mrs. Campbell)* Novels by. Post 8vo, illnst. Ids., 2s. each. 

The Romance of a Station. I The Soul of Countess Adrian. 

( rruMi Hvo. flulli, 31 6<f. c.ilIi ; poM Bvo, beard-., ■-‘j. t.u li 

Outlaw and Lawmaker. I Ghrlstlna Chard, vvnli ]<rniiiK|ii( (q by rA(.nr. 

Mrs. Trcgasklss. With /> lllusintioni by Kom.k'i Sai r kk. 

Mulma: An Ai'iflo -Austnlian Romance. Cfowm 8vo. < Imli, y. ^ j' 

Price (E. C.), Novels by. I 

f KMVii ..vij, clnih Tf firh pn'd Hvo, ilbistr.di-l bo-u.k .'r rii.li. 

Valentina. j The Foreigners. 1 Mrs. Lancastar’s Rival* ; 

Gerald, ro'.l Ovu. illn’.lr.itf -I biMrih, J.r. 

Princess Olga. - Radna; A Novel. Crown 8vo, doth extra, Gi; J 
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Proctor (Riclianf A.), Works by. 


Flowora of the Sky. Wuii ^5 Tllusirations. SioaUcro»n tivo, Until «Ktra, 3; fuf. 

Easy Star XiOMons. With htar Mafis for every Night in tlie Yean ( roMii .jvh, i 6n 
FamOlw Solenea StudLea. (.'.ruwn svo, cluth extra. <xr. 

Saturn and Its Byatem. With 13 Steel Plates. Drmy 8vo. clnih i>xtra, mf. M, 

Hyaterlaa of Tima and Space. With numerous IIlustraiioiK cniwn i-'v.i cioMi e\tra, Cj. 

Tho lYnlveraa of Buna, With numerui><> Illustraiions Crnwu cluti: i xrr.i, .w 
W adaa a nd W ants of Science Workers. Cr owrn 8vo, ir. - 

Pryce (Richard). --Miss Maxwell's Atfections. crown hvo, cioih, 

viith rrontispu'ce liy H At I »MiH ivv, j-r 6 rf ; post Svo. illu‘-.t*at(.inio.ii'U. Ur _ _ 


Rambosson (J.). -Popular Astronomy. 

XiAM. W'llh jot iiloiiriid Plih - iinl '13 tVoo.hiit Ilheir iivni . 


Tvnniilated by C. fJ. PiT- 


Randolph.(<^l. (i.). - Aunt Abigail Dykes. Crown «vo, rloth. 71. (ui. 
Read (General Meredith). —Historic Studies in Vaud, Berne, 

and Savoy. AVith 31 full p:ig<‘ llhistriiions 1 mu A'liN . demy Hvo, . luili ^ 

Reade's (Charles) Novels. 

flu* Nfw t..ll«'fti'd I iri<vv\ rmiioN. 
type, [iniileil on l.inl p.ipei, •uuJ <.!■ .{ uitly )>oliii< 

I Peg Wolllngton; .md Christie John- 
atocro. 


, U' 


Hurd Cash. 

Tha^luJater and the Hnarth. With a 

Pii-lii'i l>v A1,J I U Ill'iWl 

* It Never Too L,ato 10 Mend.* 

The Course or True Love Nnver Did 
Run Smooth; .uid Slngleheart and 
Doublofaco. 

The Autobiography of a, Thief; Jack 
of all Trades; A Hero and a mar- 
tyr; .iitd The Wandering Heir. 


iin|ili {1 111 VmmiIvcmi \"wlu Ill's, tii-t 

ll I lolh pll' < M / I If h 

; Love Me Little, liovo me Long. 

8 Tho Doublo Mcirrlage. 
g cnrriLh caum. 

I 1.1 Foul Play. 

II. Put Yourself in His Place. 

1 ' A Terrible Tcniptaiion. 

I ii A Biinpleton. 
i 14 A Woman-Hater. 

1, The Jll'., '• >i (;i'u r SloiM-',, 11,1 Good 
I Slorjcisof Man .and other Animals, 

j i'> A Perilous Secret. 

I 17 Readiana; iiul Bible Characters. 


Ill Tm< nt^ -fjin' \ uliiiiii J. post 8vo, liliisli.ili >1 Uimls, Jj c.icli 


Peg WoOlngtoh. I Christie Johnstone, 
*It la Never Too Late to Mend.' 

The Coureeof True Love Never Did Run 
Smooth. 

The Autobiography of n Thief; Jaok of 
all Tradoa ; .imt Jamas Lambert. 

Love Me Little, Lovo Me Long. 

The Double Marriage. 

The Clvletar and the Hoarth. 


Hard Cash. 


I Uriltlth Gaunt. 


Foui Play. | Put Yoursaifln HisPiaoe. 

Yla “ 


A Terrible Tomptation 
A Simpleton, j The Wandoritig Heir. 
A Woman-Hater. 

Singlaheart and Doublcface. 

Good Storlosof Man and other AnlinalS. 
The Jllti aii'J Miiici sukils 
A Perilous Secret. | Readiana.^ 
I'orur M4 P U( nu\s, inj»(liuui Pvo, (rt/. 0 ll h Iloth. n nili 
*lt is Nevsr Too Late to Msnd.‘ | The Cloister and the IlQ.arth 
Peg Wofnugton; and Christie Johnstone. 

Jt is Never Too Late to klend* and The Cloister and tho Henrbh m Oup \'.,liiim* 

UK lluiUI Klu, tUjlIi 'J - 

Christie Johnstone. VN'uli I‘r</nU‘.i»K?n’ (. huwojlvpriiin^il in iJrt’vir style I iMij Pvo, h.ilf-Koxli -j oY 
Peg Woffington. ( ii «)ir, ly piintc‘.l 111 I'lTcvir stylr, I'cap Hm*. ha|i U .xh.irglu .1. 6,i, 

The Cloister and the Hearth. Ju Four Vols , post flvo, wirh m Intuit', k ti.ni I-j Su W ai.i kp i). - 
SaN'I, And a I riiniijUKM' to i-ruli Vol , liULkraui, ^lU toj>. Os U.e ‘.<’1 

Bible Characters, leap bvo. lt'iUieieite,_ij 

Belsotlons from the Works or'cKarJes Reade. AVuIt .m Jntrn.l.i. iinv Mrs Ai fx Iku 

ri^NlJ._^_rr.>wn fil'd, Initk'i.mi. with roitr.iil, 0\ , Cllli^P El)l I Ki,\. ]Mr Jm.p, oi 

Riddell (Mrs. J. H.), NovelVby. 

W.tnl Btorta.. Ijrdwii bvo, cloth exlM, ; post fivo.jllusit.iled hu.iids, at. 

PobC fivu, illusUaieil hu.U(U, '^s c*.n h 

The Uninhabited House. | Fairy Water. ^ 

The Prlnoeof Wales's Garden Party. | Her Mother'a Darling. 

The Mystery In Palace Gardens. | The Mim'g Ciii-se. I Idle Tales. 


Square 8vo, cloth gilt, ys. Gvl, each. 

try Towns, wnh irmstiithm-, by ihe Author. 

Ramblas Round Eton and Harrow. W'lth 50 lllu .trat.diib by tli«> Auilior. 

About England with Dickons. With 58 Illjsiraiions by r. a v \m>( kmoof mid a Kim,':. 


Ri miner (Alfred), Works by. 

Our Old Country Towns, tvnh ihusi 
Ramblas Round Eton and Harrow. 

About England with Dickons, with 5 

Rives (Amelie, Aulliur of ‘The Quick or the Dead?'), Works by. 

Barbua Daring. Crown fivo, cloth, (tC ; post&va, pictuic boards n. 

MerieJ 1 A Love Story. Cr own 8vo. < ioiti, y. M. 

Robinson Crusoe. By Danhsl Defoe. With 37 Illustrations by 

Ckgi^H eRUlKSilANK. Post 8vo, half-clotli. cloth extra^Kilt wUrt*'.. ir, fad. 

Robinson (F. W,), Novels by. 

Women are Strange. Post Svo, illusiratcil hoirds. ss. 

The Hands of Justice, rrowi, 8vo, i loth extrj, 34*. on’ ; post Svo, ilIiiMrritC'.i boards -ir 
The Woman In the Dark. Crown 8vo, doth, y u . ; ovo, iUustraied bo.mh ’-r. 



to CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, in St. Martin’s Una, London, W.C. 
Robinson (Phil), Works by. Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, Of. each. 

The Poet*' Birds. | The Poets' Beasts. 

The Poets and Mature: Reptiles, Fishes/ and Insects. 

Rochefoucauld’s Maxims and Moral Reflections. With Notes 

aiij tin Intruiliiclnry by S.AiN ! i b\«i < loth hiny>, ’.‘S 

R^i of Battie Abbey,” fheV A List of the Principal Warriors who 

came from Noriiitiiidy wtli WiTls.iin the ('oni|uruir, nv/j l*riii(i‘(l in (rold ami Cnloiirs, 5^ 

Rosen£:arten (A.).— A Handbook of Architectural Styles. Trans- 

lalfcl by W". C(iM.r i“ I -SANIiARs. Willi hjo lllu'.tr iliuii’., ( rowii Kvo, ulolli cxtr.i, '/f. f><f. 

Rowley (Hon. Hujch), Works by. i’ost 8 vo, cloth, is, 6(1, each 

Punlana: Riddles and Jokes. Witii nuinenms llliistr.itini'.s . 

More Punlana. rrorn’.ci) iHnstr.tu it 

Runciman (James), Stories by. Post Svo, bds., 2 s. oa , cl., 2 ^. 6ii ea. 

Skippers & Shellbacks. | Grace Balmaltfn's Sweetheart. I Sohools & Scholars. 

Russell (Dora), Novels by. 

A Country Sweetheart, lk wn >^\o. 1 1. Mi, 31 , yii’t Pvu, ft. nirc I’o mb., ar. 

The Drift of Fate, (.i.oin Kv.i, (iiiiii. y. 0/ 

Russell (Herbert). —'rrue Blue; or, *Tbc Lass that Lovtd a Sailor.* 

I'riiVMj tuo, cUiUi. V" 

Russell (W. Clark), Novels, &c., by. 

I lOM n ilvn. dull, liiilrii, rVf, , pi>->l bvn, illiistr.iloil lio.n.ls, -'1 iMi h 1 1 illi limp, . i. i' ii '1 

Round the Galley-Fire. An Ooean Tragedy. 

In the Middle Watch. My Shipmate Louise. 

On the Fo'k'sle Head. Alone on a Wide Wide Sea. 

A Voyage to the Cape. The Good Ship ‘ Mohock.' 

A Book for the Hammock. The Phantom Death. 

The Mystery of the 'Ocean Star.* Is He the Man? l The Convict Ship. 

The Romance of Jenny Harlowe. Heart of Oak. | 

Lrutt n i-'vo, iliit!i, 4i/. f i 5 ' 

The Tale Of the Ten. Wuti i: iiUisis l>y<. MosiiiMn ' The Last Rntry. 1 u-ni;-|.ii*i e. 

Saint Aubyn (Alan), Novels by. 

t rmMi t'vo, ( 1 itb ••'ilr ', -yi 0./ i* n li , jjost Hvo ’'luslr.ili il Im.iiil , ■ 1 <‘ii( li 

A Fellow of Trinity. Wnh .i Nnie by ObrM’R W r ,vi»i i r Hoi mi-i .iml i I > uinisi.n-i i' 

The Junior Dean. I The Master of St. Benedict's. I To His Own Master. 

Orchard Damerol. | In the Face of the World. I The Tramlett Diamonds. 

i-V ij) Svi), dull* liiiinl'’, n (.1// « I b 

The Old Maid's Sweetheart. | Modest Little Sara. 

Fortune's Gate, (.'mwi 'ivo, rJ.iMi, o« 

Saint John (Baylej. - A Levantine Family. A New Kdiiioa. 

I rnwu fivo, dntli, 31 6./ 

Sala (George A0.--OasHjfbt and Daylight. l*ost 8 vo, b oards, 2 i. 
Gotland Yard, Past and Present • Experiences of Thirty-seven Years. 

liy lix-Cli.t’r-Insj)i*i lor ( AVA.N\i,ll. Fu .t B\o, illu’.lrntvil bn.iril';, , i li.th &/. 

Secret Out, Tbe : One Thousand Tricks with Cards ; with Entertain- 

incr in Ilr.iwiiiyv-roiim or ‘ White' M.ifpc H> W II W'llli 3uuIlUi'.tr.ilu»iis, Crown 

lA.i. ..I'jtln’Mr<», 4J. 6./ _ _ 

Segiiiii (L. G.), Works by. 

The Country of the Faseion Play (Oberammergau) .md ibo lliplibnuls ul Ibtv.iru. NNiih 
M.ip .inn 37 1 Hull rations C'ruwn f'vo. cloth rstF «. 3* w/ 

Walke in Algiers. With Two M.ips .uul Ih Illustr uinns Oown Bvo, ili'lli c-xlr.i, fi.r 

Senior (Wm,). — By Stream and Sea. Po^t 8 vo, cloth. 2 s. 6d. 

(Adeline).— Dr. Endicotts’s ExpeHmeiit. Cr. 8 vo . 3 s. 6d, 
Shakespeare for Children: Lamb’s Tales from Shakespeare. 

Wilh lllustr.itions. nilourcil nnd pl.nn, by J Mov R SMI I'M. _^(_rown 4I0, clot li jrilt, v 

Shakespeare the Boy. With Sketches of the Home and School Life, 

llm Ami Spuris, l)n' M umi-ri., nnti I oik lure of lUc Tlino. By WlI-LtAM J ROLl'B, 

l.:tl D AVitli d.' M''is- r iiioir Crown Bvo, iloth j.'ilt, \s. Oif, 



CHATTO it WINDUS, l>uiilliliers. iii St. Martin** Une, London, W.C. at 
Sharp (William). —Children of To-morrow. Crown 8 vo. cloth, 65 . 
Shelley’s (Percy Bysshe) Complete Works in Verse and Prose. 

Ivilitt^d, I’rcfacpd, aiul Aniuit.ii<>d hy K. IlLKNl- ‘jUri’Ml KT>. Tivc VoU , rrown cloth. 3 .r. 6ti, e.n.li. 

Poetical Works, m Thr« •- Vuls. 

VoJ, 1. IiUroiIiii'tion by llio bilitor- Po^hiiinoii'; rrij3:mf*nts of M •<''•1 Ni' > Sin Ik-y's (.orii,- 
spoiuloncr with Storied, tie; ‘Ih*- W u’lh nny Jew, (^)iic*rn ftfn'i, with tl.r , Ala'^ioi, 

and otlier Pooiiis , Kos.ilind .niil Mt Ion , rif>.iu i)irii<> I'liboniirl , Afion ns. ,^ 4 . 

M II. T.non and Cythna 'Ihct-cmi. Juli iii .uni M.idd.ilo . Sndltout the liMiii, The Witch uf 
All.'\s , hnlum ; llrll.-is 

,, Til roMhnnnui* runn . 1 he Ma-.-pii' of Anati by , ami other Pirt r-^. 

Prosa Works, m 'I wo \ oU * 

Vol I Tlir 'I w<i Ruin.'im.fs of 7a«troz. I .mil St Trv^iie tlie DiiMui .uni M.n loiv 1' nnplili t*. ‘ A Ki'fii 
t.^tloIl 01 IXisni. I.f'ttors to l.iMj;h iltiM'. in I soiin- Miino W ii'iii^ , ,iivl F r.i.:iiit .it' 

„ II. The 1 ‘>s.i}<' , i.ealers from Abro.nl '1 i iiu.Ialioii.. .iinl I r n-iin nu, ■•>|iie>l l>> Mr, 1 ! V. 

Wiili i liiii>^r.i|>hy ol Shrliry, .iinl .in liidcx of llu Pro.u IV'urk.' 

Also .1 lew Lolilt s ol .1 K 1 Ml I inS, vols , «J(ilh. jCj / 

Sherard (R. H.). — Roj^^ues: A. Novel Crown 8 vo. doth, IS. t\l 
Sheridan ((ieneral P. tl.). Personal Memoirs of. With Portraits, 

M-xp-,, .ind r.n. similes fwii Vol , , ih my ‘Ivo, doth 

ShcYldan’s (Richard Brinsley) Complete Works, with I-ifc and 

Ani'idi.tcs ill. luiliii^ his Dt.nn Ui. Willing. I .s M mk., in I'r.. ,i‘ . ml p..eti j , 1 s.xiin' iti >ie., Spci'c-hcs, 
-iinliokes \\ nil III llluiirali.m- ( r..»xii o... . leih, p o,i 
The Rivals. The School for Scandal, -nid iih. c J’h.v'. To .i '-.o, ImU Ixiiiti.l. :>r. 
SherUan’s Comedies: The Rivals ."id The School for Scandal. l.dii>..i, wiih .ui Iniro- 
d.inmii tnd N.'Us to » ai-h .ind .i I!u..'i ij.iin .il skrt. h, l.y Hi' AMU K A'. W u!i 

llli'sii.iimns IH ii*t ffiu. Ii di |..iii Inin I'l, I '«« 

Sidney’s (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works, including; all 

ihosr m ■ An .idi.i,' M ii|i I’l.iti til. Muiiu.ii.il Introd i, (loi , 1 \ I'u i<< v A H v.km'-jXKi, 

ill) Tlir<« V ols , rio'vii hvv;, vloth IkshiIs, f ( f < n h 

Si^^nboards: Their History, incliidin^; Anet douhol I’.inious I rivtirns rt-id 

Kcin.iik.thlf t \i.ir.:ctc*rs. iJjiAttrul MOV'U'H .in.l CamI'I ^llniirM W uh t .iloiut I l-roinis- 

pin o .iiid n 4 Hill itr.uions (..rowii Siro ( iolh • \i i i, , . 

Sims (Cieorge R.), Works by. 

Post 8 vo, ilhi .ti.ilcd b .diU'-, '•.!% c n ti , t l.nh limp, !>< 6 / i 'i h 

Tha Rtnit o* Balia. Dramas of Life, w itii <>> til i iiv(mi». 

Maey Jana'a Memoirs. Memoirs of a Landlady. 

Mary Jana Married. My Twro Wives. 

Tlnkletop*s Crime. Scenes from the Show. 

Znph ; A < irriis stoi V. iVi.. The Ten Commandintints: 

Talas of To>day. 

I'rown fxo. pii tun • o\i r. n. I'.uh .I.Ah, i, 'kf i’ i. Ii 
The Daifonei Reciter and Reader: Ucadm,):. ..ud Ki uutiuns m I'mse . i, mi 

si-lM;tc.) !• )’II 111 , own Works i.\ tjluKi 1 U 

The Case of Geortfe Candlemas. | Datfonei Ditties. il ti < .b/. /x ) 

Rogues and Vagabonds. i‘rowii"v.) . I >ih, «/ , post 8 \i>. i>i. tm, > J<>tli limis m tk/ 

How the Poor Live; .m.l Horrible London. W.ih .i irmn.,)nxv' ly 1 lUu.Nuto. 

( town .Svo, lendiendto, ir 

_ Dagonet Abroad, t rown 'ixu , » >,1 O./. ; post Hxo, pulure no irds , tlu'.h hiilji. -J Cf 

Sister Dora: A Hiography iiy Maroaket Lonsdale, With Four 

IlliislrAtiuiis. Dcinv xvo, pn-turc tuvor, 4 ./ . 6 ./ 

Sicetchley (Arthur). -A Match in the Dark. Fosf Lioardb, .:i. 
Slang: Dictionary (The): Etymological, Hi 5 ton...al, and Anecdotal. 

flown 8 vo, cUjUi i, < i, (ui. 

Smart (Hawley), Novels by, ^ 

frown 8 \o tl,)th 3 f. 6 .f l.i« li , post 8 vo, nil tuio bond-, Ji 1.0 Ii. 

Beatrice and Benedick. ] Long Odds. 

Without Love or Lloenoo. I The Master of Rathkelly. 

C rowii 8 vu, I loth, if o' .'.u h 

The Outsider. I a Racing Rubber, 

The Plunger. Post 8 vo. pittiirp boauU sfi 

Smith (J. Moyr), Works by. - 

The Prince of Argolls. Wm, llu, .tr.-ith iK iw Jm. (lot>i c\tn. p 

'ii'niLTou"- Hhisi.' ition- I'ost Sio, « loth, ti. 

Snascelic (Q. H.). — Snazeileparilia ; or, Bill Adams’s Tqur Round 

till? W urlii f ront a Humo rous Poim o f View. ^Iltisis. by C^AS I N vi l t r tvo. rk.ili, p 

Society in London. Crown 8vo,' 15.' ; cloth7iL 6 fi.~ 

Society ih ParisV The Upper Ten Thousand" "A Series of “Letters 

from Count PAVi't ''' Yoim^r 1 , nipi.jiii.it t u^xr Pvn, iloih, 

Somerset (Lord Henry)',-Soiigs of Adieul bmall' 4(0, Japrvef. fo. 
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Spaldifij? (T. A,, LL^B.'y.— Bllzabetlian Demonology: An Kssay 

(111 tlK jlclicl 111 llti; 1 Msti'iKr <>i C lowii Hvo, cll.tJi ('tif.l. 5;j _ 

Speight (T. W.), Novels by. 

Tu^tHvi), il.ustr.ili'il bo.mIs. ar each. 

Th« Mysteries of Heron Dyke. The Loudwater Tragedy, 

By Devious Ways, - Bur((o’s Bomance. 

Hoodwinked ; Bandycroft Mystery. Quittance In Full. 

The Golden Hoop. A HusbsJid from the Sea* 

Bask to Life. 

I’l.*.! yvt<, iloiii li m*, II tiJ 

A Barron Title. I Wife or No Wife? 

( tlMMl SlO, ( l•llll I'M!.), ir f).f cull 

A Secret of the Sea. I The Grey Monk. | Tho Maeler of Trenancs* 

A Minion of tho Moon: A kii.nni.i oi Mic Kni/+ 

Tho Secret of Wyvern Towers. 

Spenser for Children. By M. H. 'J'owrv. Wilh Coloured Illustrations 

l.y W Al M K J MOKi, 1. rowii 4»t>. ili'lh cxtr.i, *.,/ 

Spetiigiie (H. H.). - The Heritage of Eve. C rown 8vo, cloth, os 
Slafford (John), Novels by. 

Doris and I. ( rnwn I'm. < loiii, <i 6' 

Carlton Priors, liovmi m>>, il.iih ^iii ia,i. 

Starry Heavens (’rhe) : A PoKiit \l r.nnnow Bo.>k. Koyal lOmo, 

(lolll I Vtl I, 'I (.1.' 

Stedman (E. C.), Works by, Crown Svo. clolli extra, 95 . each. 

Victorian Poets. I The Poets of America. 

Stephens (Riccardo, M.B.). -Lhe Cruciform Mark: The Stran|:;t 5 

Story of Kl< H Mil) 'I rt i I'NNN. U u hflor of M.*thciu(‘ < Umir luliiili ) Crown 8vo, cloth, 31 of 

Sterndale (R. Armitage).-The Afghan Knife: A Novel. Crown 

Vvo, 1 loth oKlr.i, 'ji <1 { ; |lo^^ hvo. illu iinl<*>l -i 

Stevenson (R. l.oui.s), Works by. Post 8vo, cloih limp, 25 . 0./. ea. 

Travels with a Donkey. Wiil* .i l nmtisp.. lo l»> "Wai i i i* t it am , 

An Inland Voyage. Witii a J hy W'ai ii k (. kvm , 

< 'own liiK IvUMii, top,6r each. 

Familiar Studies of Men and Booke. 

The Silverado Squatters. Wuh rmiiii'.pioK lo J. p Strong. 

The Merry Men. I Underwoods: I'oeim. 

Memories and Portraits. 

Vlrgtnlbus Pueri.sque. iii>l ofhr'r | Ballads. I Prince Otto. 

Across the Plains, utlior .M< mor’i.'. mi <1 I.NSiy , 

Weir of Hermlston. 

A Lowden Babbath Morn. W'uli •; lull p.i,.:i illu'.iriiioiit by A. S. Uoyd. 4(0, 

tlnili, 

Bongs of Travel, f ' ronn l-’.vn, 1iiiLl.r.tiii 5r 

Mew Arabian Nights. * rnwn '^VJ. hiuLr.nn, riU top. poit flvo, illustiatrJ boatils, 3J. 

The Suicide Club; .u-.l The Rajah'a Diamond. (1 rom Nr.w Akanian Nioh iS.) W'lti: 
Li^^ht lllii^lr.ili -i.s l.y '\V } 111 n\1 ssY. C town Kvu, clntli, jr n,Y 

Stories from Foreign Novelists. With Notices by Helen and 

Al 'fZt. ZlM'MhUN. i rown Hvu, t lutli fvtn, v (uf. ; post 8irn, illu<:lrnti‘it busnls. af. 

Strange Manuscript (A) Found in a Copper Cylinder. Crown 

8vo, cliith extra, yyith 19 Illiistr.iti>>;is by GlMiRKl (>AUi., ^r ; post Kvn, ilhistnited hnarils, ai. 

Strange Secrets. Told by Percy Fitzgerald, Conan Dovle, Flor- 

TNt ti MaRRYAT, Sir. r->sl 8vii, illuMr.itetl ho.inls, '’J. 

Strutt (Joseph). ~ The Sports aqd IPastimes of thp People of 

England ; im luUin^ Iho KumI inil pDmvslu Kci "pations, May Muiiinvrieh, Shows, {kc , from 

llic Earliest IV riuil to 111.- Vrcsuiit 1 iiiic, balited by WiLLIA&l HONl’ With 140 lllilStratiouS. Crowu 
Svo, cloDi I'ylr.i, M. __ 

Swift's (Dean) Choice Works, in Prose and Vers6. With Memoir^ 

Portiail, and I'ai siiinles of the Maps 111 'GuHiver'i 1 ravcK' Crown 8vo, • loth, jr. 6Y. 

Quill ver's Travels, aiul A Tale of a Tub. Post 8vo, hnlfbouiut, ar. 

Jonathan Swift: A hiudy liy f. liiurion Coli ins. Crown 8vo, cloth c.\tra, 8;r. 
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Swinburne (Alj^ernon C.), Works by. 

Beloettona from the Poetical Works of A Study of Sliaheapeare. Crmi ><v», -85. 

A. 0. Swinburne. r(.ip ovo dj. Sontfs of the Springtides, riown 8vo. 'u-. 

Atalanta In Galydon. Crown uvo, 6t, Studies in Song. Crc%^ii k.o. 

Ohastelardi A Traectly. Crown ?vo, 7r. Mary Stuart 1 A I'r.uiiviy (.m^ntixo, Kr. 

Poems and Ballads. I'jkm SLKii.s. Crown Tristram of L:^nesse. Cmwn (svn, ai 

6 vo, or fcap. Rvn, A Century of ICoundelS. SmaU 410, Rr. 

Poems and Ballads. Shxond bi>Kii s. A Midsummer Holiday, c rown >^^ 1 . 

8vo, Marino Fallero : A Ti.i,j('dy (. town kiio, 6j. 

Poems B Ballads. TiriRnSi.k/i s. Cr.Rio.yr. A Study of Victor Hugo. Crown 'Wo, 
Bongs before Sunrise. Crown kvo, ti.if Miscellanies, (^rown Kvo, i;m 
B oth well: A 1 rcijft;i1> Crown bJvo. T -> 'jiC j JLocrino : A 1 raKoMy. Ciown yvo, fSj. 

Songs of Two Nations. CroMnSvi', ot ; A Study of Ben Jonson. Crown 8vo, js. 

George Chapman. (s-,« \'ol 11. ui C. Chai*- The Sisters: A rr.'-trnly, CrowmJvo, oj 

MAN S Woik'i ) Crown ovn, TT OtC Astrophel, A- . Crown Livo, 7r, 

Essays and Studies. C ron n Svo, uj. I Studies In Prose and Poetry, ir. 8vo, »r. 

Breontheus: A lt.ij;oLl>. iiownRvo, or i The Tale of Balen. Crown yvo,;;. 

A Note on Charlotte Bronte. :.r k^o. or. 


Syntax’s (Dr.) Three Tours: In Search of the Picturesque, .in Search 

of Consolation, ,nnl in ScMrrIi of .1 \\ ilo W nit Kow \ \n’I»S‘»\ s t lIommmI llln .ii.Uf'ns, and Lif<* of the 
AullioiliyJ lilt III. N (riuMintti I lotli 1 \tii. 71 . o<f 


Taine’s Histoi y of ilnjirlish Literature. Translate*! by IFenry Van 

T.M’V. *1 iiiir \ >ils , in ill doiny < i o, • l-HJi It taul., J'm. - T- U’l'I Mi I- in 1 1 '>\, '1 wo \ oI • , I i row 11 

8vo, < lotii I \l I < 1,1 

Taylor (Bayardju -Diversions of the Echo Club: ljuilesques of 

Mni'orn Wiitor- Rnsl Hvtt. loth lnii|', _r 

Taylor (Toni).- Historical Dramas. (\)ntainiiH< ‘ Clancarty/ 

■Jotniin T»ir<',' *' I' hixI Axo .vul t roun,' ‘ Rio I ool . Kt'.>i';t‘, ' Vi l.wi 1^1)11 Wilt.-, 'Anno Ro'iivn,' 
■ riot and Passion ' I row i> '\ii, < loth < xira, , t 

•*,’ I hu Pl.i,’-, in (> .d'o I>o li id M*i iri‘fd\ ..I r- ca'.li. 

Tennyson (Lord): A biographical Sketch. JJy 11. J. Jennings. Post 

Bvo, portr.iit ro\or, if.. lImiIi. ts >>/ 

Thackerayana : Notes and Anecdotes. W’iili C»»l(>iired I'rontispioce and 

llinidred'2_i>f .Sktidn* M ll l.l M VKJ PI I I M \< M PAV ( p'wn ‘'.n. i l.nli i ^'r,l, ',r. (»/. 

Thames, A New Pictorial History of the. J>y A. S Kkal-sse. 

■VVilh ■^40 Him trillions Post '’vo, i loili, u o,/ 

Thiers (Adolphe). -• History of the Consulate and F:nipii‘e of 

Pr.iiK c uii'it'i N'.ipoK on rr.uisl.ilod liy I * It'l I l t \ »M’M 1 I .iiuIJOIIN ‘ill J-MNO AN itli So <•> 
^ Pl.iti"», 12 V(ii demy tNo, iloth cxtr.i, i ’» « i.li. 

\Thoinas (Bertha), Novels by. Cr svo, el.. c.i,, pc' 25. ea. 

The Violin 'Player. I Proud M usle. 

Cresslda. }'I)> l ;'vo ilInMr ilod , I 

Thomson’s Seasons, and The Castle of Indolence. With liUro 

dm Ill'll l»y Al.r an M'NNMNi.HAM, ,nul 4'. llln Po^l i" li.ill l-oini'l . 

Thornbtiry (Walter), Books by. 

The Life and CorruBpondence of J- n. W. Tumor. WkIiI* hi'" iMin n, m C"Iiii’i<- .1 id 
Twu Woodcnli. Now .uni Ki-mm-iI l.d«Hi>n < lown ovu, « loi'i, Oi' 

Post :W'\ dlii'.t!.dv.*d ll" lid .1 iMi.h 

Old Stories Re-told. _ I Tales for the Marines. 

TImbs (John), Works by. Crown Svo. cloth e^tra, 75. (yi each. 

The lllatory of Clubs and Club Lite In London: Aiuidi<ie>> oi it-« J .ihkjii^ r oi1i'e-hou<^c, 
llDSlelrits, aj<d Tavi riis With 4.’ UluMrrftii'ii'. 

English Bceenirlas and Eocentrloltles: Siiinrs oi Deliri'ins, liii;>(>siiiics Sporiim; .Scinci, 
Ti>.Oi:ntric Artist*!, Ricdliicjl P«>lk. Ac. With 40 llludi.uii>ii^. 

Transvaal (The). By John dp: Vileiers. With Map. Crown Svo, is 

Troiiope (Anthony), Novels by, 

, Crown 8iI0, clotli extra, y. M. eaUi ; poM i<\o, illii*-lnP' l l"j jr «*ach. 

The Way We Live Now. I Mr. Scarborough s Family. 

Prau Frohraann, *1 _The Land- Leaguers. ' 

Post Svo, llliiitratei .1 biMn.U'. or rA* I1. 

Kept In the Dark. | The American Senator. 

The Golden Lion of Granpera. I John Caldtgatc. | Marlon Fay. 

Trollope (Frances H.)f Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, i-loth exltA, .-jj. orf. c ich , post Bvo, illiisliated bo ud^, *.< i;.n,h. 

C|b|p9 Upon th^ Sei(. I Progreeg. I Anne Furnesfv 
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Trollope (T. A.) •--Diamond Cut Diamond. Post 8vo, illiist. bds., 25. 


Trowbridge (J. T.).— Parnell’s Folly, Post 8vo, illnst, boards, 2s: 
Twain’s (Mark) Books. 

<. nwii 8\r>, cloth rvti.i, v 'n/ oarh. 

Thft Choice Works of Mark Twain. RomshI.ui.I ihrtm^'h ml hy thr Author With 

1 Ilf, I’oitr.iit, .iml luiiiiuruii^ Illiislr.ilmiis 

Roughing I( ; .111(1 The Innocents at Home. AViih irii!.tiAMoMs hv F A 1 -k\shi{. 

? he American Claimant, Wuh Mi llhi^ii umms hv 11 m. Hi km >iLul f>tiu‘''s. 

om Sawyer Abroad. 'N ith .-b lllusti itii>i»s''v Hxn Hi aki>, 

Tom Sawyer, Detective, a.i . With rhr.toiri iMire r<iitr,iit 

Pudd'nhe^ Wilson. With I*ort>.iii .m.l hi\ ii:iii iru'i»..s i.^ i or ’is T oi n 

Mark Twain's Library ol Humour. Wiih i)* Hi-. '•> !■ W KHMhUi 

Cr<yw'nR\(', rluth rxlrn, bi/ each, i)or>t 8 yo, iHwUirc ho.inls. ?r f.u h. 

A Tramp Abroad. With '114 lllii*itr.itions 

The Innocents Abroad! or, The Ni-w l’ll^;^ln s Projjres^ With ,’34 Illusii.itioii'; (The Two Shil- 
inij> Krlitioii IS ciiiiiicd Mark Twaln'a Pleasure Trip.) 

The Glided Age. llv M-vkK Twmn m<lC IX Wakni'V With .m.- lllii .irriiiDiiv 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. With m lllu.Tr.ition. 

The Prince and the Pauper, wuh 19 ^ Hi-j-.tr.iu.ms 
Life on the Mississippi. Huh ino iiliistr.itu<ii. 

The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn. With 174 li|-i-%tr>tu.iis hi ]■ W Kr-Mi t ir 
A Yankee at the Court of King Arthur. Witli ,<30 [lKistr.iii>ms )<\ 1 >an HI-Akj), 

The Stolen White Elephant. 

The £1,000,000 Bank-Note. 

Mark Twaln'e Sketches. I'-iM Mvu. lihisinu.l <)o.uiK, sr. 

Personal Recollections of Joan of Arc. Witli 1 .vidvu lliustrations hy F V Dit Munt' 

( r..wi> 'All, ■ unh f' 

More Tramps Abroad, ("truvn^io cloth, jolt top, ftr 


Tytler (C, C. Fraser-). - Mistress Judith; A Novel. Crown 8va, 

I lurh extra, 3r 6.1^ ; post Sio, lih'sU.itud h.Mrrli. .1. 


Tytler (Sarah), Novels by. 

( r(i\M' Kvo, ^•^tl.l, It 61/ eath . post kvo, illiistr.'itcil li>. ird'., 51 p.tcIi 

Lady Bell. I Burled Diamonds. | The Blackball Ghosts. 

I'osi Mvo, iHustr.Ucil boards, aj rath. 

What She Came Through. I The Huguenot Family. 

Cltoyenne Jaaquelliio. I Noblesse Oblige. 

The Bride's Pass. I Beakty and the Beast. 

Saint Mungo’s City. I Dlsaiipeared. 

The Macdonald Lass. W uh rionii'pii-i »• C'own Pvo, i I'lth. y. tuf. 

The Wltch-Wlfe. Crowt 8.0, iloth. m'. 

Upward (Allen), Novels by> 

A Crown of Straw. Cruivn avo. < 'oth, Ar 


C'rfiwi fvc, cluth. jj, 6i/ i-i h , avd. pii tiire bnnnlc t e.uh. 

The Queen Against Owen. I The Prince of Balhlstan. 

•Cod Save the Queen!’ .1 l.ih- d 37 . trown K.o, ilm'i lUd (,ovit, 1 . ; < I'-Ui. 


Vasliti and Fsther. By Tiellc’ oi The World. Cr. 8vo, clnth, 35. 6d. 
VIzetelly (Ernest A.).— The Scorpion: A Komanco ot Spam, Will’ 

j u. ( IMW II K. o, 1 l/dh ( vtr.i, 3 f.i 

Walford (Edward, M.A.), Works by. 

Walford's County Families of the United Kingdom (]a3B>. ('xiit.iiiMiu; ihr Di-w^n 
Ihilli, IMirri-mc, 1 fliuatioii, iStc,, ol 1^000 Heads of r.iiiiiliL'-., llitir UMr--, I MhLi-s, Addrus,s**?'. hkib- 
tVe Koj.il H\o, ilotli Kill. 501. 

Walford's Shilling Peerage (ISOS). Conhaimng a IasI of the Housr of Lords, isLotdi aiu 

ln'-h IVer, &c. 3^1110, cloth, u 

Walford’s Shilling Baronetage (1808). Cnntaiiunir a List of flic Baronets of the Hnitei 
Kiriiifdoiri, lltoi^raphical Notices. Addresses, Arc jamo. cloth, ir 
Walford’s Shilling Knightage (1898;. Lontaiinn^ .< List of thn Knii^hts of the L’qited 
Kinad(<iii, Biog^r.iphir i\ Notices. Addresses, &c\ 3 ^ 1110 , cloth, it 
W alford's Shilling House of Commone (1898). Coinaming a List of nil the Members of the 
New Parliament, then Addresses, c'lub^, &r, jemo. 1 lolh. 1 r. 

Walford's Complete Peerage, Baronetage, Knightage, and HOII88 of Gommoni 
11898 ). Ko>:il 3?iiu>, cloih, edg;cs, 51. 
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'alter (5. E.).— Sebastiani's Secret. With Nine full-page Illus- 

trations by the ^utnor Crown K«». tiotli, fit. ^ 

/aiton and Cotton’s Complete Angler ; or, The Contemplative 

Man's Recreation, by IZAAK .iinl Iiistiin tn>iii How t<i , im a Tmni or Cir,tvl'iiji in .i 

clear Stream, by CHAKLI ijfi MtS AViih M* iiion . .nn] iNnH s l-v ‘>ir JIakkis Nhdi Ab, ainl fii 
inil><TM!llir,i Cmwm K\o, I. I'jlll 7t O.l' 

/alt Whitman, Poems by. IMited, \Ailh Introdiu tiun, by William 

_Nl.JU)SSUriI^_\Vjih j’ortr.ut. Crown h ii‘tl in uh- iin\i‘'r .ii-l luickr.uti. f-i 

Ward (Herbert), Books by. 

'Flvft Yeara with the Coiyfo Cannibals. ''V -lii 9’ Kov.il mvo, iloiii, i4j, 

Ky Kilfajiirtth Stanley’* Rear Guard. WhUM.ip I’liS'^bo, h i loili. n fii/ 

vVarman (Cy).— The Express. Messenger, and other Talcs of the 

Rail. Crown 8vo, cloth, i.'i- thf 

Warner (Charles Dudley).— A Roundabout Journey. Crown S\o, 

irlotli extra, 6 s 

v/arfant to Execute Charles I. A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures 

.iiul ill I'riiiU il (III p.ipor _ > 111 !•> 14111 .1 

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of Scots. A 1 .irsinnU', i.iiluibmr (jm-i’n ! 1 m.;ii i 

liirr riiTfl the* C.rtMl -Se.il .0 

Washin^on’s (George) Rules of Civility 'I raced to their Sources 

and HcMuicil by MoNCoitu O cu.nway 1 l ip •, I'*, ni-i vtliiim, i r/ 

Was&ermann (Lillias) and Aaron Watson. —The Marqui.s of 

Carabaa. Post 8vo, Illu-^lrati >1 Iio.lnti, -I 


Weather, How to Foretell the, with the Pocket Spectroscope. 

By H W CoKY. \Vilh Tt'ii lllii'itiatii ik. c ro»»i '-i 1. it , < !< n. i f'>’ 

Wcstall (WiiTiam), ^ 

Truet-Money. Post fi>o, illnctr.itprl bo.mU, f , » ' Uli, (if 
Bon* ot JBellml. Cn.wn t’vo, (b'th cxti I, 'll 
with the Red Eaftle: A Uuiu.iiik •>* tin Tm 

A Woman Temptad Him. c rown hS 


.i.,i 


il 


i-iit I 


■ith, fix. 


■•.Olll {'Ll 
op 'M 

Westbury (Atha).— The Shadow of Hilton Feriibruok: A Ko- 

iii.ince <*f Vtaorihuid C rown JJvo, iloili, ii oV 


White (Gilbert).— The Natural History of Selboriie. 

priiitoft on l-iiil pApor aiulji.ill Imiiiul, 21^ 

Williams (W. Mattieu, F.R.A.S.), Works by’ 

Bclenoe In Short Chapter*. CroMnSic, cloth c nIi i, 71 (.f 
A Simple Treatise on Heat, ^^ith Illusti .tion<. ('mmu ..10, « K.ili rr ^l’ 

The Chemistry of Cookery. ('r<oin 810, doih cxii.i, fit 

The Chemistry of Iron and Steel Maklntf. ('nmo tfvo. rloih cx'i 1, v' 

A Vlndloatlon of Phrenology. Wnh Portr.nt ,iii.l n lliu .is D. n^ i'\o. .loih , 




|yilliamson (Mrs. F. H,).--A Child Widow^ 
IV'llls (C. J.), Novels by. 

^ An Basy-dplng Fellow. Crown pvo, rloth, ^t fi / 

Hie Dead past. Cmwn 8 vm, i \> ih. fir 


bds 


2 i, 


{_ Mjf. 


Vilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), Works by. 

V Chapter* on Evolution. With 2sg IllusliMHons C lOwn 81.1. cl> Ih i-xlr.i, -i Uf. c 
f Leave* from a Naturalist’* Note-Book. PostSm, ilmh Innp, 't t,/. 

I Leisure-Time Studies. With lIlii'«li.itiolis Crown .^lo, lUilhrxti I, ( 1 

f Studies In Life and Sense. With niinii>ri>u<: Tlluslrinons ( rown Kvo, .lot !i t'vb ' fir. 
i Common AflcldentS! How to Treat Them. Wnii inustr.iMoim i not <: Hio, (.i..,ih, ir A 

?■ Qllmpeea of Nature. Wuh ^5 lllnstriirinns, iiowuHvo ( lotb i>>" i, Kjf 

i Vinter (John Strange), Stories by. l\)st Svo, illustrated board?, 

?j one h , rlfith limp, 2s, M, radi. 

Cavalry Life. I Reitlmental Letfends. 

; Cavalry Life and Regimental Legends. 1 ibk aky iiuirioN, s> i m mw t^pr .md lum l 

t soimTy bound Cro«n 8io. cluih, 31-, (m/ 

f A Boldler’e Children. Wuh ^4 liiusintioii'.'iy r. c. 1 hums, n .mdi STi’AuillAunY Cr 
1 Rvo, cloilMrxtra, 3.r, fi<f. 


WIssmann (Hermann von). — My Second Journey through 

_ R<natorlal Afrioa. Wuii^j litustrations. Tk-my Pvo vimli. ifij _ _ 

Wood (H. F.), Detective Stories by. Post 8vo, Iwards; 29 . each. 

The RaiMnger ftom ScoUand iTsrd. ,'l The Englishman of the Rue Cain. 
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WooHey (Celia Parker).— 

Tuv-t Hm-j, illiislr.ilnl iw.inls, "j 


Rachel Armsti*ong; or, Love and The* 

Moth, 'M bti. 

Wright (Thomas), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7 ^. 6 <L each.' 

The Carlcatura History of the G«orSe8< Wnli vS.f,. 

History of Caricaturo and of the Grotesque In Art, Iiiterature, SeulpiurSu And 
Palntuif[. ?llii‘ii IK *1 I j I', w. I. j ^ \ 

Wyiiman (Margaret). -My Flirtations. 

1 . IJI'-RN \U» 1’ \i 1 kllii r I'n^l “.vn. tiMip, 4 

Yates (Edmund), Novels by. Post Svo. illustrated boards, zs. each. 

Land at Last. I The Forlorn Hops. _ I _ Castaway. 

/angwill (I.). 

A ' J''j\ D 1 -. , 11 ' 


With 13 Illustrations by 


With Three Illustrations by 

‘ZZ* (i.oLiis Zangwill). A Nineteenth Century Miracle. Cr. 


(ilietto tragedies. 

.. < llltll, ,M Mft 


Zola (Emile), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. bd, each. , 

The Fortune of the Rou^ons. I ilut-ill-v Vksi sr A. Vi/i 1 1 i lv 
T he Abbe Mouret's Transftresslon. l iliti'.l l>v I'kNi si a \ mm m i \ 

His Excellency (Eutfene Rougon). ith .m IntioduKiixn hv >■ kM s i a Vizkti.'li 
T he Dram -Shop (L'Acsomiiioiri. W idi i.itu iln. tinu 1 A \ i/i m li s 
The Fat and the Thin, l i.m !.iieini> I-k m m .v Vi miu\. 

Money, i r u*'! <i iiv !■ l■^r o A Vi/mi llv 

Tho Downfall, j !•>' 1* A Vl/Hli n V I 

The Droam. 1 r.u\M upvl l.\ ( in^r \ViH> i t Ill.t'.ti l»vji \N\'ii>r. 

Doctor Pascal, rrm'luo-l by 1 . A. \ Mb IKI t V With r<»il. -il <if il.t* Autlvui. 

Lourdes. ( i ui 1 Uc' l 1.^ 1 i m -r A 1 1 t.i \. 

Rome. [ I >1) .1 111 li l.y 1 ’ k.NM I A Vi/MifiA. 

Paris. '1 Miislitisl 1)1 1 liM 'll' A VMi li i i v. 

SOME BOOKS Cl.ASSIFIED IN SERIES. ^ ^ 

\* For fuilet i.ihiloi^uini';, s?^ alt'habrtical arrangement, pp. i -a 6 . 

The Mayfair Library. 

A Journay ftonod My lloom Ih \ m Mai'« 

'I I mOi'td liy lit At l\M i f, 

Qclpa and Quiddities Bv W I), Anwi , 

Tha Agony Column of ' Tho Timca 
Melsochoiv Anstomued Aliruk'nii m >if Hi k ion. 

Pootlral IngenuitieH ii\ W 1 Dhii.dv, 

The Cupbosrd Papero. By MV Bi ( . 

W S. Oilbcrt'H Playg llircp Si lu . 

Bongs of Irish Wit and Rumour 
Animals and their Masters By Sir A IB I )*S. 

Social Piessuro. By Sir A. ID i rs. 


i 


Curiosities of Criticism B> II I |i .vsim.'> 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table ih • >i i 
IViMiMl III II MI'S 
Pencil and Palette By R Utmm 
L ittle Essays ll••lll 1 /\Mr. s 1 i in rs. 
ForoDBic Anecdotes By | \< oi: I \i’ W(.>< b>. 


Post Svo, cloth Jimp, ai, 6 d. pee Volume. 

Thoati leal Anoc dotes. By Jacob l,AR\vorju. 
Witch atoiies By P . l .vnn I. tn u <n 
O urselves By H. Lvnn Linton. 

Pastimes and Players, By R M \( r. r j .i m , 
New Paul and Virginia. By VV n Mai >.(k,k. 
The New Republic. Uv W 11 Mali o(,i.. 

Puck on Pej;aBus. By U c rr ,\n’|' i i 
Pegasus Re-saddled By D (. . IMlnnm i 
M use-s of Mayfair. I iliird by H ('. l‘i r . 
TbQ’.flau' Hi. I iff ami Aims. By If A. Pa*.Ii„ 
prn'aaa. B> ll»ii. ilLu. w Kowli- v 
Moie Paniana Bv 11 >*m. IUti.ii KOwluy. 

The Plulosophy of Handwriting. 

By Stream and Sea Bv M'ili iam .SKMok 
Loaves from a Natuiallit’s Mote Book. By Dr 
A.nokiav Wit.suN. 


I he (juldcil Library. Post 8 vo, doth limp, 25. per Volume. 


The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table. By 
v»l IVJ R \Vl-NL)LLL Dm MLS. 

La Mort d'Arthur Sdci lions fiom Mallokv. 
Provincial Letters of Blaise Pascal, 

Maxims and Reflectlous of Rochefoucauld. 


Diversions of the Echo Club. B\'. Akii I am hh. 

Bongs for Saitors. Bv W. L Bi'nm i v. 

Lives of tho Neci'omsncers ii\ W i.oiavin. 

The Poetical Works of Alexander Pope 
Scenes of Counts Life. I'y l itw .rii ]i ssH 
Tale for a Chlmtmy Corner. B> l t n ,i' IH m 

Handy Novels. Pcap. 8 vo, cloUi boaids, xs, 6d, each. 

The Old Maids Sweetheart. By A Si Ai'hW. • A Lost Boul By W. 1 Aldrn. 

Modest Little Bara IkAi.AN.Si Amitn J Dr Palllier's Patient. By (.ran i Ai l.rN 

Seven Sleepers of Ephesus. M. I ( i>i rKinf.r. I Monte Carlo Stories. By Joan Uarrm r 
Taken from the Enemy By 11 Nini:«;i,i I Black Splrlta and WhUe By K. A, LRam. 

My Library. Piintcd ou laul paper, post Svo, liali-Roxburgbe, 25. 6 d. each. 
Citation and Examination of William ShaLspeare ; Ghrletle Johnstone. Bv ('iiaulrs Ki'Aim. 
By W S l.ANmiR Peg Wofhngton. By CHARLP.', kl<ADIi. 

The Journal of Manrlce de Querin I The Dramattc Bssays of Charles Lssnb. 

The Pocket Library. I’ost Svo, printed on laid paper and hf.-bd., 2S. eacli. 


The Essays of Elia By Chari m l.yMi. 
Robinson Crusoe IllustrAtcd by <, ( ki ik'iIitnk 
W hims and Oddities. By Ihomas Konn 
The Barber's Chair, By Doin .la". Jniui-i i>. 
Gastronomy. By Brm i a t-.'iavakin 
The Epicurean, Ac. By I'iioma.s Moori:, 

Leigh Hunt's Essays Liliicd by 1.. Oiliuh. 


White’s Natural History of Belboine. 

QulUver's Travels, Au . By IV<tii swift. 

Plays by Kichakb Bkinslrv Surkioan. 
Anecdotes of the Clergy. By Jacob I.AKWOiit). 
Thomson's Seasons filustrntrd . . / 

Autocrat ef the Breakiast-TaMe and ThePrefediC 
at the Breakfast Tablo. Ry 0. W. ilof. siLn. 
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THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 

Library Editions of Novels, mauy llhisiratHd, crown Svo, doth extra, 3s eacli. 

By MORT. & FRANCES COLIJNS. 

TiaiiBiiilgration | From Midnight to Mld- 

BiacksDiith A Scholar. I night. 

The Village Comedy | You Play me Falie 

I5y AlACLAREN COBBAN. 

The Ked Sultan | The Bnrdon of Isabel 


By Mrs. ALEXANDER. 

A Life Xnterett j SCona a Choice i Bv Woman's Wtt 

By F. M. ALLEN. 

Green as Grass. 

By GRANT ALLEN. 


PhlUstla. I Babylon. The Great Tnhoo, 
Btrange Btorles Duraaresq n Daughter. 

For Malmie's Bake, Duchess of Fowysland. 

In all Shades. Blood Royal 

The Beckoning Hand. I Greets Masterpiece. 

Ihe Devil's Die . The 8 ca 11 vw.-«g 
This Mortal Coll. * At Market Value • 
The Tents ol Bhem. Under Sealed Orders 

By MARY ANDERSON. 

Othello’s OLcupatlon 

By EDWIN L. ARNOLD. 

Phra the Phoenician. ! Coostablo of Bt HiGhoiaa 

By ROBEK I' BARR. 

7 n a {Steamer Chair 1 A Woman Intervenos 
From WhesedBourue I Revenge I 

By FRANK IJARREIT. 

The WoDuiAaf the lion lliacoli'L^ 

The HardDig Scandal I .A TYlli..°iuig 

By ‘BEtl E.’ 

Vashtl and Esther 

By S»rW. BESANT and .1. RICE. 
Beady Money Mortiboy 
My Little Qlrl 


With Harp and Crown. 
This Bon of Vulcan. 
The Golden Butteilly 
The Honks of Thelema 


The Seamv Bide 
The Case of Mr Luci %tt 
In Trafalgar a Fay 
The Ten Yetus' Tensiit 


By Sir WALTER BESANT 

All 8 or£s ■ “ 


and Condi 
tlona of Men. 

The Captains' Room. 
AH In a Garden Fair. 
Dorothy Forster, 

Uncle Jack. 


The Shadow ol 


By Hall caine. 

If aUrnuo. l Tho Dueiiidtcr. 


By ANNi:' COATES. 

Rie'a Diary, 

, By WILKIE COLLINS. 
Armadale 1 AfterDqrli. 1 ^eTwoDFst:i}lss 
Ho Name | Antonina 
Basil. I Hide and Seek. 

The Dead Secret. 


Bv CcU.\ n Arbour 
: Chaplain of the Fleet 


The Bell of St. Paul's. 

{ The Holy Rose 
I Armorel ol Lyonesse 
I S Katherine's bv Tower 
I Verbena OamelUa Ste- 
pliauotls 


The World Went Very | The Ivory Gate. 

Well Then ) The Rebel Queen 

Children of Glbeon | Beyond the Dreameof 

Herr Panlus. Avarice 

For Faith and Freedom. ; The Master Craftsman. 
To Call Her Mine. { The City of Refuge 
The Revolt of Man A Fountain Sealed. 

Bv AMBROSE BIERCE. 

Xn the Midst of Life, 

By PAUL BOURGET. 

A Living Lie 

By ROBERT BUCHANAN. 
Shadow of the Sword 1 The New Abe ard 
A Child of Nalui e | Matt. | Ra hel Dene 
God and the Man 1 Master of the Mine 
Martyrdom of Madeline ; T.he Heir of Linne 
Love Me for Bver. j Wutnan and the Man 
Annan Water Red and White Heather 

Foxglove Manor. I Lady Kilpatrick 
ROB. BUCHANAN & HY. MURRAY. 

The Charlatan. 

By J. MITCHELL CHAPPLE. 

Tho Minor Chord 


S ieen of Hearts. 

y MlMellanles 
TbeWomaaln White. 
The Moonstwie, 

Man and Wife. 

Poor maiFtaeh. 
MUaorMn .7 
The New MAgdalen. 
The Prbeen ueeo. 


The Law and lha Lady , 
The Haunted Hotel. ^ 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daughter. 

The Blaok Robe. 

Heart and Science. 

' I Say No.' 

Little Novels 
The Evil Genius. 

The Legacy of Cain, 

A Rogne's Life. 

Blind Loyr. „ 


By M. J. COLQUHOUN. 

Every In^h a Ko’rtler. 

By E. 11. COOPER. 

Gco^nry Hamilton 

By V. CECIL COTES. 

Two Girls on a Bair.e 

By C. EGBERT CRADDOCK. 
Rii V.uilBhca star. 

By H. N. CRELI.IN. 

Romapocs uf the Old Kei,-iglio 

By MATT CRIM. 

Th" Adientuiis of a Fair Rcuel 

Bv S. R. CROCKETT and others. 

Talc-i ol Our Const 

By 1 ;. M. CROKI.R. 

Dian.i. B.i.rnnf{ton 
Pittp*'! Pilde 


I The Real Lady Hi'da. 
Mil lied Ol t’lDB'e / 
■Jtto Master' 

In theKlnjidom of Kerry 
Iiitorlerencc 
A Third Person, 


A F'linily Likeuccs 
PK-ttv Mtfai Neville. , 

A Bud of Passage I 

To Let I Mi! Jervis ! 

Village Tales , 

By WII.LIAM CYPLES. 

Hearts of Gold 

By ALPHONSE DAUDET 
The Evangelist , 01, I'prt suh^ium 
. By H, COLEMAN DAVIDSON. 

Mr S.adler s Daughters 

By ERASMUS DAWSON. 

Iho Fountain of Youth 

By JAMES DE MILLB. 

A Castle m Spain 

By. J. LEITH DERWI'NT 
Our Lady of Tears I Circe s r i ' 

By DICK DONOVAN. 

Tracked to Doom I The Mvsttiy of Jamaica 
Man Irnm Manchester | Ten ace 
The Chi onUles of Michael Dsnevltch 

By RICHARD DOWLING. 

Old Corcorans Money 

By A. CONAN DOYLE. 

The Firm of Oirdiestoii" 

By S. JEANNETM: DUNCAN. 

A Daughter of To day > Vernon i Aunt 

By G. MANVILLK FENN. 

The Now Mlatrrss I The Tiger Lily. 

Witness to the Deed I The White Virgin. 

By PERCY FITZGERALD 

Fatal Zeio. 

By R. F.. FRANCILLON. 

One Ly One I Ropes of Sand. 

A Dog !«nd Ms Shadow. Jacjjc Doyle s Daughter. 
A lleSjliQvi'eii | 

^Bv HAROLD FREDERIC. 

Beth'a El other 9 Wife | Tho Lawton Girl. 

By PAUL QAULOT. 

The Rod Shirts 

By CHARLES GIRRON. 

KoMu Gray. I Of High Degree 

LovLig a Dream | The Golden Shaft. 

By E. GLANVILLE. 

The lost Heiresa. | The Golden Rock. 

A Fair Colonist, Tales from the Veld 

The Fossicker 1 

Bv E. J. GOODMAN. 

The Fate of Herbert Wayne 

By Rev. S. BARING GOULD. 

Red Spider. | Svo. 

By CECIL GRIFFITH. 

Corlnthla HaraElon. 
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1 IIL L\ ( NdVM.S— fO/l/JHMCi/. 

ny SYDNLY ORUNPY. 

The Days of hla VaoUr- 

By OWEN HALL. 

The Track of a Storm | Jetaam 

By THOMAS HARDY. 

Under the Grreenwood Tree. 

By BRET HARTE. 


A Waif of the Plains i A f rot gee of Jack 
A Ward of the Qolden IlHmlln s. 

Gate I Springs < Clarence 

A Sappho of Green' BaihersLU'k 
Co) Staibottle s Client. Devils Ford. 


ausy I oaijy jjowb 
B cU Ringer of Angel’s 


Sally Dowi . The Crusnile or the Ex 


Tales of Trail and Town 

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 


Oarih ' I Beatrix Randolph. 

Billie Quentin. 1 David Poindexter a Dli 

Sebastian Strome. appearance 

Dust The Spectra of the 

Foi tune spool ! Camera. 

By Sir A. HELPS. 

IvMi tie Biron 

By I. HKNOERSON. 

Aretha Page 

By a. A. HENTV. 

linfub the Juggler. j The Queen a Cup. 
Dorothy s Double I 

By JOHN HILL. 

The Cornmcii Aucentor 

By TIOHE HOPKINS. 

TwUt Love and Duty 

By Mrs. HUNOERFORO. 

Ijidy VeriU’T'a Flight j Nora Crema 
The Red House Mystery An Anxious Moment 
The Three Graces. | April s Lady 
Professor s ExperlnenL i Petei a Wife. 

A Point of Conscience | Lovlce. 

By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT. 

The Leaden Casket. I Self Condemned. 


The Leaden Casket. I Self Condemned. 

That Other Person I Mrs. Juliet 

By C. J. CUTCLIFFE UVNE. 

Honour of 'rhleves 

By EDMOND Lr’PELLETIER. 

Madame SaiisG ne 

By HARRY I.INDSAV. 

Rhoda Roberta 

By HENRY W. LUCY. 

Gideon Flevce 

By E. LYNN LINTON. 

Patricia Kemball ; The Aitui nu'nt of Learn 
Under which Lord 7 i Dundah 
My Love I' I lone. ■ The Woild Well Lost. 
Paston Carew. j The On'* Too Many 

Sowing the Wind Ditlcle hverton 

By JUSTIN AlcCARTHY. 

A Fair Saxon i Dnnna Quixote 

Moley Kochford { Maid of Athens 

Dear Lady Dmlaln. ; The Comet of a Season 

Cimlola ; The Dictator 

Waterdale Neighbours ■ Red Diamonds. 

My Enemy s Daughter The Riddle Ring 
Miss Misanthrope. The Throe Disgraces 

By JUSTIN H. McCARTH% 

A London Legend. | The Royal Christopher 

By GBORUE MACDONALD. 

Heather and Snow. i Pbautastes 

By PAUL & VICTOR MAROUERITTE 

The Disaster 

By L. T- MEADE. 


A Soldier of Fortune. 
In nn Iron Grip 


I The Voice of the 
I Charmer 


B> L. T. MI-ADE and CLIFFORD 
HALIFAX. M.D. 

Dr Rumsey's Patient. 

By LEONARD MERRICK. 

This Stage of Fools | Cynthia 

By BERTRAM MITFORD 

The Gun Kttiincr. | The King s Assegai. 

The Luck of Gerard Renahaw Fanning 
lUdseley. 1 Quest. 


I The King s Assegai. 


The Luck of Gerard 1 Renahaw 


By J. E. MUDDOCK. 

1 Maid Marlau and Robin Hood 
. BasUe the Jester. I Tuiing Lorhlttvar. 

! By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 

I A Life B Atonement. , Crnic Fortune. 

Joseph's Coat. The Way of the World. 

. Coals of Fire I BobMartln’s Little Girl. 

‘ Old Blazer’s Hero. i Time's Revenges. 

‘ Val Strange. | Hearts. ' A Wasted Grime, 

' A Model Father. . In Direst Peril. 

‘ By the Gate of the Sea Mount Despair 
' A Bit of Hnman Nature ^ A Capful o' Halls. 

I First Persou Singular I Tales and Poems 
I By MURRAY and j^ERMAN. 

I The Bisnops' Bible. I Paul wones s Alias, 
j One Traveller Returns | 

I By HUME NISBET. 

i Ball Up I’ 

I By W. E. NORRIS, 

i Saint Anns i Billy Bellew. 

By G. OHNET. 

A Weird Gift 

By Mr«i. OLIPHANT. 

The Soiceiesi 

By OUIDA. 

Held ill Bondage Two Little Wo'^don 

Strathmoie In .a Winter City Shoes 

Chandos Friendship 

Under Two Flags Moths | Ruffino 

Idalia I Gage Plpistrello. 

Cecil Castlemalne s A Village Commune 
Tiicotnn | Fuck. Bimbi. | Wanda. 
Folic Farlne Frescoes | Otbmar. 

A Dog of Flanders . In Maremma. 

I Paicarel 1 Blgna. Byrlin | Gollderoy. 

. Princess Napraxme. , Santa Barbara. 

' Anadne Two Offenders. 

I By MARGARET A. PAUL. 

Gentle and Simple 

i By JAMES PAYN. 

I Lost Sir Massing herd ' Under One Hoof 
' Less Black than We rc Glow worm Ta es 
I rainted The Talk of the Town. 

I A Conlidentlal Agent Holiday Tasks. 

A Grnre from .t Thom For Gash Only. 

In Peril and Privation. The Burnt Million. 

'I )'« Mystery of Mir- The Word and the Wi 1. 
t/ Proxy. (bridge Sunny Stories. 

The Canon's Waiyt. A Ti ring Patient. 
Wa'ters Word. A Modern Dick Whit- 

H.gli Spults, tington. 

By WILL PAYNE. 

Jerry tbe Dreamer 

By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED. 
Outlaw and Lawmaker I Mrs Tregaskisi. 
Carlstlna Chard | Nn ma. 

By E. C. PRICE. 

Valentina ] Foreigners. I Mrs Lancaster s Rli at. 

By RICHARD PRYCE. 

MSns Maxwell s Affections 

By CHARLES READE. 

Peg Woffington . and Love Me Little, Love 
Christie Johnstone. Me Long. 

Hard Cash The Double Marriage. 

Cloister ft; the Hearth. Fool Play. 

Neve: Too Late to Mend Put Yourself in His 
The Course of True Place. 

Love Never Did Run A Terrible Temptation. 
Smooth , anil Single- 1 A Simpleton, 
heart andDoubleface. i A Woman Hater. 
Autobiography of a i The Jilt, ftr othci&torio<> 
Thief , jatu of all I & Good Stories of Man 
Trades . A Hero and and other Animals. 

^ a Martyr ; and The A Ferllons Secret 
Wandering Uelr. Readlana ; and Bible 
Giifllth Gaunt I Characters. 

By Mrs. J. H. RIDDELL. 

Weird Stories. 

By AMELIR RIVES. 

Barbara Dering. I Mei lei. 

By F. W. ROBINSON. 

The Hands of Justice, i Woman in the Dark, 

By HERBERT RUSSELL. 

True Blue. 
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By W. CLARK RUSSELL. 

\ the " "■ ----- - 


RottBA the OsUeV'Flre. 
ta the Middle Watch. 

Oo the Po'k'ale Head. 

A Voyage to the Cape. 

Booh for the Hammock 
Mviteryof ‘Ocean Star’ 

The Romance of Jenny 
Harlowe 

An Ocean Tragedy. 

By DORA 

A«Coantry Bwectheart ) The Drift of Fate. 

By BAYLE ST. JOHN. 

A Levantine Fanlly. 

By ADI^JNE SERGEANT. 

Dr Endicntt e Experiment 


My Shipmate LonUe. 
Alone OB WideWide Sea. 
The Phantom Di>alh 
!■ Ho the Man 7 
Good Ship ‘Mohock ' 
The Convict Ship. 
Heart of Oak 
The Tale of the Ten. 
The Last Entry 
RUSSELL. 


‘ott a Experiment 

By HAWLEY SMART. 

Without Lo\e or Llconce The Onteider 

The Maater of Bathkelly BeatTi<'e dt Een''d*ck. 

Long’f^de I A Racing Rubber 

By O. H. SNAZELLE. i 

Snazellepanlla 

Bn T. W. SPEIGHT. i 

A Secret of the Sea I A Minion of the Moon 
TheOieYh^nk The Secret of Wit'ern • 

TheMasterof Treoance I Towero 

By ALAN ST.* AUBYN. 

A Fellow of Trinity. I In Face of the World. 

The Junior Dean | Orchard DamrrH. 
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